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R E A D E R. 


H E cats Por Ms were 
given by the Author to the 
late Benjamin Everard, Eſq; 
and ſince his Death, found by his Son 
among ſeveral 9 valuable Manu- 
ſcripts, who gaye them to the Editor; E 

The Receipt annexed in Dean SwIyr's 
own hand Writing, and found at the 
- fame time, ſhews an Acknowled gment 
that they s are actually Genuine. 
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iv | Tothe READE R. 


Dec. 6, 1723. RY 

Then Received from Benjamin Everard Eſq; the 
above Writings of the late Doctor P ARNELL, in four 
ſtitched Volumes of Marmſeript; which I Promiſe 
to reſtore to him on Demand, 


Fender ax Swirr. 


The Editor finds himſelf obliged 
in Gratitude to the Memory of the Au- 
thor, thus to introduce theſe Pos r Hu- 
mobs Worxs, leaſt they might be 

doubted really bis; the former Poems 
_ publiſhed in his Life- time, ſo juſtly ad- 
mired by all Judges of Poetry and Li- 
terature and fo highly commended by 
the late Mr. Pop, in his Dedication 
to the Earl of Ox rok, begins thus. 


Such were the Notes, thy once lov'd Poet Sung, 
Till Death untimely ſtop'd his tuneful Tongue. 


To the READER. vy 


Oh! juſt beheld, and loſt admir'd, and mourn'd! 
With ſofteſt Manners, gentle Arts adorn'd! 
Bleſt in each Science, bleſt in ev'ry Strain ! 
Dear to the Muſe, to HarLey dear—in vain ! 
Abſent or Dead, till let a Friend he dear, 

(A Sigh the Abſent claims, the Dead a Tear,) 
Recal thoſe Nights that clos'd thy toilſome Days, 
Still hear thy PARNEL L in his living Lays. 


Such were the Sentiments of Mr. 
Pops, but alaſs he is no more to Sing 
the Praiſes of his Paxnzii | how weak 
the Pencil of Praiſe, in any, but the 
Hands of ſuch a Maſter ! therefore I 
leave to my Readers, how far theſe 
Productions come up to, if not excel 
any of his former, being actuated or 
rather Divinely inſpired in the follow- 
ing Subjects, ſo far as relates to the 
Holy Scriptures. Having then the 

Honour 


vii To the READER 


Honour to uſher this Oxynan into the 
World, my Heart exults in ſure and 
permanent hope, that the FATHER, 
now tunes his Lyre in the Celeſtial - 
Spheres in Harmony of Numbers. 
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PARNELL's Poſthumous 


De Gift of Poetry. 


RO M realms of never-interrupted peace, 
Fr rom thy fair ſtation near the throne of Grace, 

From choirs of angels, joys in endleſs round. 

And endleſs harmeny*s enchanting found, 

Charm'd with a zeal, the Maker's praiſe to ſhew, 

Bright Gift of Verſe decend, and here below 

My raviſh'd heart with rais'd affection fill, 

And warbling o'er the ſoul incline my will. 

Among thy pomp, let rich expreſſion wait, 

Let ranging Numbers form thy train, compleat, 


B While 
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*  PARNELL's POEMS. 


| While at thy motions over all the ſky 
Sweet ſounds, and echo's ſweet, reſounding fly; 
And where thy feet with gliding beauty tread - 
Let Fancy's flow'ry ſpring erect it's head. 


It comes, it comes, with unaccuſtom'd light, 
The tracts of airy thought grow wond'rous bright, 
It's notions, antient Memory reviews, . 

And young Invention new deſigns purſues. 
To ſome attempt my will and wiſhes preſs, 

And pleaſure, rais'd in hope, forbodes ſucceſs, 

My God, from whom proceed the gifts divine, 

My God ! I think I feel the Gift is thine, 

Be this no vain illuſion which I find, 

Nor nature's impulſe on the paſſive mind, 
But reaſon's act, produc'd by good deſire, 
By grace enliven'd with Celeſtial Fire; e 
While baſe conceits, like miſty ſons of night, 
Before ſuch beams of glory take their flight, 

And frail affections, born of earth, decay, 
Like weeds that wither in the warmer ray. 
5 I thank 


 PARNELL's POEMS: 3 
I thank thee, Father! with a grateful mind, 
Man's undeſerving, and thy Mercy kind, 
I now perceiye, I long to ſing thy praiſe, 
I now perceive, I long to find my lays, 
The ſweet incentives of another's love, 
And ſure ſuch longings have their riſe above, 
My reſolution ſtands confirm'd within, 
My Lines aſpiring eagerly begin 
Begin my Lines, to ſuch a ſubject due, 
That aids our labours, and rewards them too. 
Begin, while Canaan opens to mine Eyes, 
W here ſouls en, n form'd, ariſe, 


As One whom o'er the freetly-vary'd meads; 
Intire receſs and lonely pleaſure leads, 
To verdur'd banks, to paths adorn'd with flow? 82 
To ſhady trees, to cloſely-waving bowers, 
To bubling fountains,” and aſide the ſtream 
That ſoftly gliding ſooths a waking dream, 
Or bears the thought inſpir'd with heat along, 
And with fair images improyes a ſong; 


Ba  - a 
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1 2 RNELL/s POEMS: 


Through ſacred anthems, ſo may Gancy range, 
So ſtill from beauty, ſtill to beauty —_ 
To feel delights i in all the radiant Ways 


And, with ſweet Numbers, what it feels repay, ''! - 
For this I call that antient Time appear, ik 


And bring his rolls to ſerve in method herez 
His rolls which acts, that endleſs honour claim, / 
Have rank'd in order for the voice of fame. 


My call is favour'd, time from firſt to laſt 1 
Unwinds his years, the preſent ſees the paſt; 
I view their circles as he turns them o'er, 
And fix My footſteps where he went before, 


The page * wou d. a top dilcloſe, 


Where ſounds melodious in their birth aroſe. 


Where firſt the Morning Stars together ſung, 


Where firſt their harps the Sons of Glory firungy 
With ſhouts of joy, while Hallelyjahs riſe . 


To prove the chorus of eternal ſkies. | 


Rich ſparkling ſtrokes the letters doubly gild, 


And all's with love and admiration fill'd. 
MOSES. 


Ae bids their leader wave the ſacred Wand, 


PARNELIS POBMS. 5 


MOSES 


0 grace thoſe lines which next t appear to 
- fight, - 


The N ſhone, with more PIN lights 


Yet ſtill the pencil ſhone, the lines were fair 


And awful Moſes ſtands recorded there, 


Let his, replete with flames, and praiſe divine, 


Let his, the firſt, remembred ſong be mine, 


Then riſe my thought, and in thy prophet find 


What Joy ſhou'd warm thee, for the work deſign d 
Io that great act, which rais'd his heart, repair 


And find a partion. of his ſpirit there. 


A Nation helpleſs and unarm'd, 1 view, 
Whom ſtrong revengeful troops of war purſue, 


Seas ſtop their flight, their camp muſt prove their 


graye, 


Ah! what can ſave them ? God . can ſave. 


God's wond'rous voice proclaims his high command, 


And 


6 PARNELLSPOEMS. 


And where the billows flow'd, they flow no more, 

A road lies naked, and they march it oer. 

Safe may the ſons of Jacob travel throu gh, 

Rut why will hard ned Egypt venture too? 9 

Vain in thy rage, to think thoſe waters flee 

And riſe like walls, on either hand, for thee; 

The night come's on, the ſeaſon for furprize, 
Yet fear not, Iſrael, God direc̃ts thine eyes; ; 

F A fiery cloud I . thine Ne ride, 

The day comes on, — half thy ſuccours fail, 
Vet fear not, Iſrael. God will ftill prevail. 

I ſee thine angel from before thee go, 

To make the wheels of vent'rons Egypt flow, 

His rolling cloud inwraps its beams of light 
And what ſupply'd thy day, prolongs their night. 
At length the dangers of the deep are run 
The further brink is paſt, the bank is won; 

The leader turns to view the foes behind 
Then waves his ſolemn wand within the wind, 


Oh 


PARNE LL. POEMS. 5 
Oh Nation, freed by wonders, ceaſe thy fear, 
And ſtand, and ſee the Lord's Salvation here. 


| Ye Tempeſts, now, from ev'ry corner fly, 

And wildly rage in all my fancied ſky, 

Roll on, ye waters, as they roll'd beſore, 

Ve billows of my fancied ocean, roar, 

Daſh high, ride foaming, mingle, all the main, 

 *Tis done, and Pharaoh can't affſict again. 

The work, the wond'rous work of freedom's dones 

The winds abate, the clouds reſtore the ſun, 
The wreck appears, the threatning army drown'd 
Floats o'er the waves, to ſtrew the ſandy ground. 

Then place thy Moſes near the calming flood, 


M/ajeſtically mild, ſerenely good; 


Let meekneſs, lovely virtue gently ſtream, 

Around his viſage, like a lambent flame, 

Let grateful ſentiments, let ſenſe of love, 

Let holy zeal, within his boſom move, 

And while his people gaze the watry plain, 

And fear's laſt touches like to doubts remain, 
| While 


a 2 DUE 
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Within the ſeas, his choſen captains die. 


_— > 


8 PAR NE LL N 
While bright aſtoniſhment chat ſeerns to raife, 
A queſtioning belief, is fond to praiſe, 


Be thus the rapture in the prophet's breaſt, 


Be thus the thanks for freedom gain'd, exprels'd, . 


T'll ſing to God, I'll ſing the ſongs of praiſe, 


To God, triumphant in his wond'rous ways, 


To God, whoſe glories in the ſeas excel, 


Where the proud horſe, and prouder rider, fell, 


The Lord, in mercy kind, in juſtice ſtrong, 
Is now my ſtrength, this ſtrength be now my ſong, 
This ſure ſalvation ſuch he proves to me, 


From danger reſcu'd, and from bondage free, 


The Lord's my God, and I'll prepare his ſeat, 
My father's God, and Pl! proclaim him great; 
Him Lord of battles, Him renown'd in Name, 


Him ever-faithſul, evermore he ſame, 
His gracious aids avenge his people? s thrall, 


They make the pride of boaſting Pharaoh fall. 
Within the ſeas, his ſtately chariots lie, 


The 


= 


PARNELI's POEMS: 9 


| The rolling deeps have cover'd o'er the foe, 
They ſunk like ſtones, they ſwiftly ſunk below : 


Thine hand my God ! thine hand confeſs d thy care, 


Thine hand was glorious in thy power there, 


It broke their troops unequal for the fight, 
In all the greatneſs of excelling might: 
Thy wrath ſent forward o'er the raging ſtream 


_ Swift, ſure and ſudden, their deſtruction came, 
They fell as ſtubble burns, while driving ſkies 


Provoke and whirl a flame, and ruin flies. 


When blaſts, diſpatch'd with-wonderful intent 


| Oh ſovereign orders from thy noſtrils went, 


For our accounts, the waters were afraid, 
Perceiv'd thy Preſence, and together fled, 

In heaps uprightly plac'd, they learn to ſtand, 
Like banks of chryſtal, by the paths of ſand. 


Then, fondly fAuſh'd with hope, and ſwell'd with 


pride, 


And filld with rage, t the foe dy cry d, 


8 | Secure 
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10 PARNELLI's POEMS. 


Secure of conqueſt, T'1l purſue their way, ; 
I'll overtake them, I'll divide the prey, 
My luſt I'll fatisfy, mine anger cloy, 
My ſword Ill brandiſh, and theis name deſtroy. 
How wildly threats their anger, hark ! above, 
New blaſts of wind, on new commiſſion move, 
| T o looſe the fetters that confin'd the main, 
And make its mighty waters rage again. 


Then overwhelm'd, with their reſiſtleſs ſway, 
They ſunk like lead, they ſunk beneath the ſea. 


Oh who's like thee, thou dreaded Lord of Hoſt ! 
Among the Gods, whom all the nations boaſt, 
Such acts of wonder, and of ſtrength diſplays 2? 


Oh great, Oh glorious in thine holy ways! 
Deſerving praiſe, and that thy praiſe appear 
In ſigns of reverence, and ſenſe of fear. 
With juſtice arm'd thou ſtretchedſt out thine hand 
And earth between its gaping jaws of land 
Receiv'd it's waters of the parted main, 
And ſwallow'd up the dark Egyption train. 
TY Wiith 
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And in thy ſtrength they paſt th* amazing road 


And feel the ſtrange report excite their fear. - 
What thou haſt done ſhall Edom's Duke amaze, 5 
And make deſpair on Paleſtina ſeize. 


And all thy flock acroſs the channel go. 


PAR NE LLS POE MS. 
With merey riſing on the weaker ſide, 
Thy ſelf became the reſcu'd people's guide ! 


To reach thine hol; Mount, thy bleſs'd abode. 


What thou haſt done the neighb'ring realms ſhall 


hear, 


Shall make the warlike ſons of Moab ſhake, 
And all the melting hearts of Canaan weak. 


| In heavy damps, diffus'd On ev'ry Breaſt, 


Shall cold diſtruſt, and hopeleſs terror reſt, 


The matchleſs Greatneſs, which thine hand has 


_ ſhewn, 
Shall keep their kingdoms as unmov'd as ſtone, 
While Jordan ſtops above, and fails below, 


Thus on thy Mercy's ſilver- ſnining wing, 


Throu gh ſeas and ſtreams thou wilt the nation bring, 
* 
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And as the rooted trees ſecurely ſtand. 

So firmly plant it in the promiſs'd land ; 
Where for thyſelf, thou wilt a Place prepare, 
And after-ages will thine altar rear, 


There reign victorious in thy ſacred ſeat, 
Oh Lord ! for ever and for ever r great, 


Look, where is tyrant was but lately ſeen, 
The ſeas gave backward, and he ventur'd in: 
In yonder- gulph with haughty pomp he ſhew'd, 
Here march'd his horſemen, there his chariots rode, 
And when our God reſtor'd the floods again, 

Ah, vainly ſtrong ! they periſh'd in the main, 
But Iſrael went a dry ſurprizing way, 
Made ſafe by miracles, amidſt the ſea. 


Here ceas d the ſong, tho? not the Prophets j joy, 
Which others hands, and others tongues employ, 
For ſtill the lays with warmth divine expreſt, 
Inflam'd his hearers to their inmoſt breaft, 

Then Miriam's notes the chorus ſweetly, raiſe, 
And Miriam's timbre] gives new life to praiſe. 


The 


75. 
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The moving ſounds, like ſoft delicious wind, 
That breath'd ffom paradiſe, a paſſage find, 
Shed ſympathies for odours as they rove, 

And fan the riſings of enkindl'd loye. 


O'er all the croud the thought inſpiring flew, 
The women follow'd, with their timbrels too, 
And thus from Moſes, where his ſtrains aroſe, 


They eatch'd a rapture, to perform the cloſe. 


We'll fing to God, we'll ſing the ſongs of praiſe, 
To God triumphant in his wond'rous ways 
To God, whoſe glories in the ſeas excel, 

"TOY the proud horſe, and 4 rider, fell. 


Thus Iſrael, raptur'd with the pleafing bought, 
Of freedom wiſh'd, and wonderfully got, 


Made chearful thanks from ev'ry bank reſound 


Expreſs'd by ſongs, improv'd in joy by found. 


Oh ſacred Motes, each infuſing line, 


That mov'd their gratitude, was part of thine, 
And till the chriſtians in thy numbers view, 


The type of baptiſm, and of wn too. 
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14 PARNE LLS POEMS. 


Too warm for ſilence, or inventing thought; 


And words redoubling, well redoubled praiſe. 


To miſs his place among the ſons of fame; _ 


If holy verſes aught to muſick owe, 


{ 


So ſouls from water, riſe to grace below, 


So faints from toil, to praiſe and glory go. 


Oh grateful Miriam, in thy temper wrought, 


Thy part of anthem, was to warble o'er, 
In ſweet reſponſe what Moſes ſung before. 
Thou led the public voice to join his lays, 


Receive thy title, propheteſs was thine, 

When here thy practice ſhew'd the form divine. 
The ſpirit thus approv'd, reſign'd in will, 

The church bows down,. and hears reſponſes till. 


Nor ſlightly ſuffer tuneful Jubal's name, 


Whoſe ſweet infuſions cou'd of old inſpire, 

The breathing organs, and the trembling lyre. 
Father of theſe on earth, whoſe gentle ſou], | 
By ſuch engagements, cou'd the mind controul, 


Be that thy large account of thanks below. 
„ rh Whilſt 


ill 
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Whilſt, then, the timbrels lively i gave, 
And, now, whilſt organs ſound ſedately grave. 


My firſt attempt the finiſh'd cniies co 
Now, Fancy, flag not, as that ſubject ends, 


But charm'd with beauties which attend thy way, 
Aſcend harmonious in the next eſſay. 


So flies the lark, and learn from her to fly, 
She mouuts, ſhe warbles on the wind on high, 
She falls from thence and ſeems to drop her wing 


| But e're ſhe lights to reſt, remounts to ſing. 


It isnot far the days have roll'd their years 
Before the ſecond brigt'ned work appears, 
It is not far alas! the faulty cauſe, 


Which, from the Prophet, fad reflection draws, 
Alas! that bleſſings in poſſeſſion cloy, 

And peeviſh murmurs are prefer*d to joy; 
That favour'd Iſrael cou'd be faithleſs ſtill, 
Or queſtion God's protecting pow'r or will, 


Or dread devoted Canaan's warlike men, 
And long for Egypt, and their bonds again. 
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36 PARNEL TLS POEMS. 
Scarce thrice the Sun ſince hard'ned Pharaoh dy*d; 
As bridegrooms iſſue forth with glittring pride 
Rejoicing roſe, and let the nation ſee, 

Three ſhining days of eaſy liberty, 


Euer the mean fears of want, produc'd within, 
Vain thought, 9 with rebellious ſin. 


Oh look wt, Iſrael, to thy e 
God cannot fail, and either wait or pray. 
Within the borders of thy promis'd lands, 
Lot's hapleſs wife a ſtrange example ſtands, 


She turn'd her eyes, and felt her change begin, 


And wrath as fierce may meet reſembling ſin. 
Then forward move thy camp, and forward ſtill, 
And let ſweet mercy bend thy ſtubborn will. 


At thy complaint, a branch in Marah caſt, 


With ſweet'ning virtue mends the waters taſte, 


At thy complaint, the lab'ring tempeſt fails, 
And drives afore, a wond'rous ſhower of quails. 
In tender graſs the falling manna lies, 

And Heav'n itſelf the want of bread ſupplies, 


„% 


The rock divided, flows upon the plain: 1 
At thy complaint, and ſtill thou wilt complain. | 


i Almighty juſtice ſware the Tap deſign „ 
That they ſhou'd never reach the promiſs'd ſeat, * = 
And Moles greatly mourns their haſt ned fate, 


While night in pitchy plumes ſlides ſoft in air, 


PARNEL Ls obus 17 


As thus employ'd, thou went the Deſart areas. 


Lol Sinai mount upreard it's head to vier. 
Thine eyes perceiv d the darkly rowling cloud, 


Thine ears tlie trumpet ſhrill, the thunder loud, 
The forky lightning ſhot in livid gleam, 


The ſmoak aroſe, the mountain: all a flame 
Quak'd to the Depths, and worked with ge de 


awe, 


While God deſcended to diſpenſe the law. 5 
Yet neither mercy, manifeſt in might, 3 


Nor pow'r in terrours cou'd preſerve thee right. | 


Provok d with crimes N ſuch an heinous 1404 


ul think him now retir'd vs di: care, 
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18 PAR NE LLS POEMS. 
FIl think him giving what the guilty ſleep, 


To thoughts where ſorrow | "_ and numbers 


weep, 

Sad thoughts of woes ; that reign where ſuch pre- 
vail, 

And man's ſhort life, tho” not ſo ſhort as 8 

Within this circle for his inward eyes, 


Ne bids the fading low creation riſe, 


And ſtrait the train of mimick ſenſes brings 
The duſky ſhapes of tranſitory things, 


Thro' penſive ſhades, the viſions ſeem to range, 


They ſeem to flouriſh, and they ſeem to change ; ; 

A moon decreaſing runs the ſilent ſky, 

And ſickly birds on moulting feathers fly, 

Men walking « count their days of bleſſing o'er 

The bleſſings vaniſh, and the tale's no more, 

Still hours of nightly watches ſteal away, 

Big waters roll, green blades of graſs decay, 

Then all the penſive ſhades, by juſt degrees, 

Grows faint, in proſpect and go off with theſe : 
But 


16 


E- 
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But while the affecting notions paſs n 
He chuſes ſuch as beſt adorn his ſong, 


And thus with God the riſing lays began, 
God ever reigning, God compar'd with man: 
And thus they move to man beneath his rod, 

| Man deeply ſinning, man chaſtis'd by God. 


oh Lord! Oh Saviour! tho? thy choſen band, 


| Have ſtay'd like ſtrangers, in a foreign land, 
Thro' number'd ages, which have run their race, 
Still has thy mercy been our dwelling- place, 

| Before the moſt exalted duſt of earth, 


* The ſtately mountains had receiv'd a birth, | 


But 


Before the pillars of the world were laid, 


: Before the habitable parts were made; My 
Thou wer't their God, from thee their riſe they 


drew, 


| Thou great for ages, great for ever too. 


Man (mortal creature,) fram'd to feel decays, 


 Thine unreſiſted pow'r, at pleaſure ſways; 


Thou ſay'ſt return, and parting ſouls obey, 
_ how lay ſt return, and bodies fall to clay. 
D 2 For 
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20 PARNELL's POEMS. 


For what's a thouſand fleeting years with thee? 1 
Or time, compar'd with long eternity, . 
Whoſe wings expanding infinitely vaſt 

O'er ſtretch its utmoſt ends of firſt and laſt, 
"Tis like thoſe hours that lately ſaw the ſun, 
He roſe, and ſet, and all the day was done. 


Or like the watches which dread night divide, 
And while we ſlumber unregarded glide, 
When all the preſent ſeems a thing of nought, 
And paſt and future cloſe to waking thought. 
As raging floods, when rivers ſwell with rain, 
Bear down the groves, and overflow the plain, 


So ſwift and ſtrong, thy wond'rous might appears, | 


So life is carried down the rolling years. 


As heavy ſleep purſues the days retreat, 
With dark, with filent, and unactive ſtate, 
So life's attended on by certain doom 
And death's their reſt, their "Bellic * a 


1 tomb, 


It quickly riſes, wk at- peil goes, 


And youthits . age its ey ning ſhews. 
Thus 


A 


[hus 
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Thus tender blades of graſs, when beams diffuſe, 


Riſe from the preſſure of their early dews. 
Point towards the Skies, their elevated ſpires, 
And proudly flouriſh, in their green attires, 
But ſoon (Ah fading ſtate of things below 3) 
he ſeythe deſtructiye, mows the lovely ſhew, 
| Theriſing ſun thus ſaw their glories high, 

| That ſun deſcended, ſees their glories die. 


We ſtill with more than common haſte of fate, 


| Are doom d to periſh, in thy kindled hate. 


Our publick ſins, for publick juſtice call 
And ſtand like marks, on which thy judgments fall; 
Our ſecret.ſins, that folly thought conceal'd, 


Are in thy light, for puniſhment reveal'd. 
Beneath the terrours of thy wrath divine 


Our days unmix'd with happineſs decline, 


Like empty ſtories, tedious, ſhort and vain, 


And never, never more recall d again, 


Yet what were life, if to the longeſt date, 
[Which we have nam'd a life, we back ned fate, 
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22 PAR NE LIL'Ss POEMS. 
Alaſs its moſt computed length appears, 
To reach the limits, but of ſev'nty years, 
And if by ſtrength to fourſcore years we go, 
That ſtrength is labour and that labour woe. 
Then will thy term expire, and thou muſt fly 
Oh man! Oh creature! ſurely born to die. 
But who regards a truth ſo throughly known ? 
Who dreads a wrath ſo manifeſtly ſhewn ? 
Who ſeems to fear it, tho” the danger vies, 
With any pitch to which our fear can riſe : 
O teach us ſo to number alt onr days, 
That theſe reflections may correct our ways, 
That theſe may lead us from deluſive dreams 
To walk in heav' nly wicloms golden beams. 


Return, Oh Lord, how woe ſhall Iſrael! "A 
How long thine anger, be preſerv 'd within ? 
Before aur time's irrevocably paſt, 
Be kind, be gracious, and return at laſt. 
Let favour ſoon diſpens'd our ſouls employ, 
And ſtill remembred favour, live in joy. 


Send 


Thus in the raptures of a bliſs requir d 


See gaſtly death, where deſarts all around, 
Spread forth the barren undelightful ground: 3 
There ſtalks the ſilent melancholy ſhade, 


And thrice the ſpade with ſolemn ſadneſs heaves | 


PARNELDs POEMS. 8 


Send years of comforts for our years of woes _ 
Send theſe, at leaſt of equal length with thoſe, 
Shine on thy flock, and on their offspring ſhine, 
With tender mercy ( ſweeteſt act divine) 


Bright rays of majeſty ſerenely ſhed 

Z To reſt in glories on the nation's head. 
Our future deeds with approbation bleſs, 
And in the giving BE, give us ſuccels. 


"4 hus with Rrgivenelh earneſtly defir d 


The man of God concludes his facred en, 
Now fit and ſee the ſubject once again. 


His naked bones reclining on a ſpade. 


And thrice earth opens in the form of graves, 

His gates of darkneſs gape, to take him in, 

0 where he ſoon wou'd ſink, he's puſh'd by fin, 
| Poor 
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Poor mortals! here, your common picture knows, 


And with yourſelves, in this acquainted grow, 


Through life, with uirys thoughtleſs Pride you 


| range, 

And vainly glitter in the ſphere of change, 

A ſphere where all things but for time remain, 
Where no fix'd ſtars with endleſs glory reign. 

But meteors only, ſhort liv'd meteors riſe, 

To ſhine, ſhoot down, and die beneath the ſkies, 


There is an hour, ah! who that hour attends ? 
When man, the gilded vanity, deſcend's | 
When foreign force, or waſte of inward beat, 
Conſtrain the ſoul to leave it 8 antient ſeat ; 3 
When baniſh'd beauty from her empire. flies, 
And with a languiſh leaves the ſparkling, eyes $: 
| When ſoftning muſick, and perſuaſion fail, 

And all the charms that in the tongue prevail ; 


When ſpirits ſtop their courſe, when nerves unbrace, : 


And outrard action and perception ceaſe ; 1 


'Tis 


JJ 
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*Tis then the poor deform'd remains ſhall be, 3 
That naked m—_—_ we ſeem? d to ſee, gf 


Make this thy mirrour, if chou wouldſt have lis, 
No flatt'ring image ſhews itſelf in this ; 5 
But ſuch as lays the lofty looks of pride, 

And makes cool thought, in humble channel glide; 
But ſuch as clears the cheats of errors denn, 
Whence magick miſts, ſurround the ſouls of men, 
Whence ſelf-deluſion's train's, adorn their flight 
As ſnow's fair feathers fleet to darken ſight ; 
Then reſt, and in the work of fancy ſpread, 

To gay-wav'd plumes for every mortal's head, 
Theſe empty forms when death appears, diſperſe 
Or melt in tears, upon it's mournfull hearſe 
The fad reflection forces men to know, 


| Life ſurely fails and ſwiftly flies below, 
Oh, leſt thy folly loſe the profit ſought 
| Oh never touch it with a glancing thought, 
- 0 As men to glaſſes come, and ſtraight withdraw, 
And ftraight forget, what ſort of face they ſaw : 


V 
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But fix intently fix, thine inward eyes, 
And in the ſtrength of this great truth, be wiſe. 
If on the globe's dim fide, our ſenſes ſtray, 
Not us'd to perfect light, we think it day, 
Death ſeems long ſleep, and hopes of heav'nly 
beams, = "a . 
Deceitful wiſhes, big with diſtant dreams ; 
But if our reaſon purge the carnal ſight, 
Aud place it's objects in their juſter light, 


We change the ſide, from dreams on earth we 
ne” —— 


And wake througli death, to riſing liſe above. 


Here Oer my ſou], a ſolemn filence reigns, 
Preparing thought for new celeſtial ſtrains, 
The former vaniſh off, the new begin, 

The ſolemn filence ſtands like night between, 

In whoſe dark boſom day departing lies, 

And day ſucceeding takes a lovely riſe. 

But tho' the ſong be chang'd, be ſtill the flame, 
And ſtill the prophet, in my lines the ſame, . 
5 With 


LY 


Ah! leſt _ ſin,” and leſt boy * oat! l“ ur 


Like a wreatty'd pillar, curl;its-ſe}f i in air ! „ 


And darkneſs ſpring, from unſupported light, 


Of all the glories which mine arm has ſhewn, , 
Shall thro' my covenant perverſely break, 9 | 
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With care renew'd, upon the children _ 


Whole ſinful fathers in the deſert fell, N 1. br 
With care renew'd if any carè can do, 


1111 


0 x 


Go ſeek for at TR at yon een dent, han 
On which the PRESENCE makes a a brigh It. deſcent, 
Behold the cloud, with radient glory, fair OPS 


Behold it hov'ring juſt above the door, 1 5 HT 
And Moſes meekly kneeling on the floor. 
But if the gazing, turn thy edge of ſight. 12 


Then change the ſenſe, be fight i in hearing drown d, 
While theſe frrange accents from, th viſion ſound. 


When thou ſhalt gather d with thy fathers le. 


0 i 
The time, my 'rvant, is ; approaching 1 725 | 
And ſoon thy nation quite forgetful grown” | 


Deſpiſe my worſhip, and my name  forſake, + 


By : 
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By cuſtoms conquer d, where to rule they go,. 
And ſerving gods that can't protect tlieir foe. 
Diſpleas'd at this, I'll turn my face aſide 9275 
»Till ſharp affliction's rod, reduce their pride; 
Till brought to better mind, they ſeek relief, 

By good confeflions i in the midſt of grief. 

Then write thy ſong to ſtand a witneſs till, 

Of favours 1 and of my future will, 

For Itheir vain encits before diſcern, 

Then write te thy Gig witch Lirael's f ſons ſhall learn? 
As thus the worms voice it's . repeats 
The PROPHET. mufing deep within repeats, 

He foerns to feel it on a ftreaming ray, = 
Pierce e through the'Toul efilight'ning all it's way. 
Anda much obedient will, and free deſire, 
And much his love of Jacob' 8 ſeed inſpire; ; | 
And much, Oh! ! much above the” warmth of thoſe, - 
The facred ſpirit i in his boſom glows,” I 
Nee NOTION ſcems decrees to vod, „ 


e 


„ „ 


| 2 2 
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He now returns, the finiſh'd roll he brings, 
Enrich'd with ſtrains of paſt and future things; 
£7 The prieſts in order to the tent repair, 
The gather'd TRIBES attend the elders there: 
Oh! facred mercy's inexhauſted ſtore ! 
Shall theſe have warning of their faults before, 
Shall theſe be told the recompenſes due 
Shall heav'n and earth be call'd to witneſs too! 
Then ſtill the tumult, if it will be ſo, 
Let fear, to loſe a word, it's caution ſhew, 
Let cloſe attention in dead calm appear, 
And ſoftly, ſoftly ſteal with ſilence near; I 
While Mes rais'd above the liſt'ning throng, | 
Pronounces thus in all their ears the SONG. 


Hear, Oh ye heav'ns, creation's lofty ſhew, | 
| Hear, Oh thou heav'n-enconpaſs'd earth below, 
Ass ſilver ſhow'rs of gently droping rain, 

| As honey dews diſtilling on the plain, 
As rain, as dews, for tender graſs deſign'd, 

So ſhall my ſpeeches ſink within the mind, 
. 75 88 
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30 PARNELL's POEMS. 
80 ſweetly turn the ſoul's enliv'ning food 
So fill and cheriſh, hopeful ſeeds of good, 


For now my numbers to the world abroad; 
Will fondly celebrate the name of God. 


Aſeribe, thou nation, ev'ry favour d tribe, 
Excelling greatneſs, to the lord aſcribe, 
The lord! the rock! on whom we ſafely truſt 
Whoſe work is perfect; and whoſe ways are juſt 3 


The lord; whoſe promiſe ſtands for ever wan 


The lord! moſt righteous, and moſt holy too. 


Ah! worſe election! Ah the bonds of ſin! 
They chuſe themſelves, to take corruption in. 
They (tain their ſouls with vice's deepeſt blots | 
When only frailties, are his children's ſpots. 
Their thoughts, words, actions all are run aftray, | 
And none more crooked, more perverſe than they, | 


Say rebel nation, and unwiſely light, 

Say will thy folly thus the lord requite 
Or is he not the god who made thee free 
. mercy purchas 'd and eſtabliſh'd thee ?. 
Remember | 
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Remember well the wond'rous days of old 
The years of ages long before thee told, 


Aſk all thy fathers, who the truth will ſhew, 
Or aſk: thine elders, for thine elders know. 


E When the moſt high with ſcepter pointed down, 
Deſerib'd the Rhealms of each beginning crown, 
When Adam's offspring, providential care, 

To people countries ſcatter'd here and there; 

He to the Limits of their Lands confin'd, 

That favour'd Iſrael has it's part aſſign'd, 

For Iſrael is the Lord's and gains the place, 
Reſerv d for thoſe, whom he wou'd chuſe to grace. 


| Him in the deſart, him his mercy found, 
Where famine dwells and howling deafs the ground, 
Where dread is felt by ſavage noiſe increaſt, 
Where ſolitude erects it's ſeat on waſte, 
| : And there he led him and he taught him there, 
And ſafely kept him with a watehful care, 

The tender apples of our heedful eye. 

5 Not r more in gaurd, nor more ſecurely lye. 


And 
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The bulky breed of baſan's goats and Rams, 
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And as an eagle that attempts to bring | 
Her unexperienc'd young to truſt the wing, 
Stirs up her neſt, and flutters o'er their heads, 


And all the forces of her pinions ſpreads, 


And takes and bears them on her plumes above 
To give peculiar proof of royal love ; 
Twas fo the Lord the gracious Lord alone, 
With kindneſs moſt peculiar led his own; 


As no ſtrange God concur'd to make him free, 


So none had pow'r to lead him through but he. 
To lands excelling lands and planted high, 
That boaſts the kindeſt influencing ſky, 

He brought he bore him, on the wings of Grace, 


To taſte the plenties of the Ground's increaſe ; 


Sweet dropping honey from the rocky ſoil, 
From flinty rocks the ſmoothly flowing oil, 
The gilded butter from the ſtately Kine, 
The milk with which the Duggs of ſheep decline; 
The marrow fatneſs of the tender lambs, 


The 
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The fincſt flow ry-wheat that crowns the plain, 
Diſtends it's huſk, and loads the blade with grain, 
And ſtill he drank from ripe delicious heaps ; m” 
Of cluſters preſs'd, the pureſt blood. olf bs 
But thou art wanton fat and kickeſt now, - 
Oh, well directed Oh, Jeſhuron hon. 
Thou ſoon wer't fat thy ſides were thickly grow, 
Thy fatneſs deeply cover d every bone, 
Then wanton fulneſs vain Oblivion brought, 
And God that made and ſav'd thee Was forgot ; 1 
While Gods of foreign lands and writes abhor'd, 
To Jealouſies and anger movy*d the Lord hee. 
While Gods thy Fathers never knew were own * 
And Fiends themſelves with ſacrifice atton'd. 
Oh! Fools unmindful whence your order* 'd 10 
And whence your life inſuſing ſpirit came; 
Such ſtrange corruptions cou'd his hate provoke, | 
And thus their fate his indignation ſpoke. : | 


It i is decreed: I'll hide my face and ſe 
When LorlakeY: dem, what their end ſhall be; ee, 
* 5 | For 


— 2 rag» 
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For they” re a froward, very froward train 
They promiſe duty, but return diſdain. 
Within my foul they've rais'd a jealous flame, | 


By new nam'd Gods, and only Gods in name, 
They make the burnings of my anger glow, | 


By guilty vanity's diſplaiſing ſhow z 


I'll alfo teach their jealouſy to fret, 
At ſuch as are not form'd a people yet, 


Pl make their anger VEX their inward breaſt, 


When ſuch as haye not known my laws are bleſt, 
Afire a fire, that nothing. can aſſuage 
I: Kindled 1 in the fierceneſs of my rage, 


| To burn the depths, conſume the lands encreaſe, 


End on the mountains ſtrong foundations _ 


Thick heaps of miſchief on their heads I ſend, 
And all mine arrows wing' d with fury ſpend, 


Slow parching death and peſtilential heat, 

Shall bring the bitter pangs of ling'ring fate. 

The teeth of beaſts, ſhall ſwift deſtruction bring, 
The ſerpents wound them with invenom'd ſting, 


The ſword without, and dread within, conſume 


1 The youth and virgin, in their lovely bloom, 


. Þ 


Weak 
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Weak tender infancy by fackliog fed, 
And helplefs age with hoary froſted head. 
I faid I'd ſcatter all the ſinful race 
I ſaid I'd make it's meer remembrance ceaſe, 
But that I fear'd the foes unruly pride, 
Their glory vaunted, and my pow'r deny'd, | 
While thus they boaſt, our arm as ſnewn us 


brave 


And God did nothing, for he cou'd not fave. 


So fond their thoughts are, ſo remote of ſenſe 
And blind in ev'ry courſe of providence. 
O did they know to what my Judgments tend | 
O wou'd they ponder on their latter end ! 
The ſoon wou'd find, that when upon the feld 
One makes a thouſand, two, ten thouſand yield. 
The Lord of Hoſts has ſold a rebel ſtate 
And ſure enclos'd it in the nets of fate. 
For what's another's rock compar'd with ours, 
Let them be judges that have prov'd their pow'rs, 
That on flieir own have vaialy call'd for aid, 
While ours to freedom and to glory lad. 
F 2 The 


Let them ariſe, let them afford their aid, 
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Their vine, indeed, may ſeem to flouriſh fair, 

But yet it grows in Sodom's tainted air, 

It ſucks corruption from Gomorrah's fields, 

And galls for grapes in bitter cluſters yields. 

And poiſon ſheds for wine, like that which comes 
From aſps, and dragon's death · infected gums. 
And are not theſe their hateful ſins reveal'd, 

And in my treaſures for my juſtice ſeal'd ? 


To me the province of revenge belongs, 


To me the certain recompence of wrongs, 


Their feet ſhall totter in appointed time 


And threat'ning danger overtake their crime, 


For wing'd with feather'd haſte the minutes fly 


To bring thoſe things that muſt afflict them nigh. 
The Lord will judge his own and bring them low, 


And then repent, and turn upon the foe. 


And when the judgments froin his own remove 


Will thus the foe convincingly reprove. 


Where are the Gods, the rock, to whom in vain 


Your off 'rings have been made, your victims ſlain ? 


And wi ich Protection s ſhield ſurround your: head. 
Know _ 


1 ? 


© 
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Know then your MAKER, I the Lord am ne, 


Nor ever was there any God with me, 


And death or life, or wounds or health I give 
Nor can another from my pow'r reprieve, 
With ſolemn ſtate I lift my arm on high, 
Above the glories of the lofty ſky ; 

And by ſelf majeſtically ſwear, 


l live for ever, and forever there, 


If in my rage, the glitt'ring ſword I whet ; 

And ſternly fitting, take the judgment ſeat, 

My juſt awarding ſentence dooms my foe, 

And vengeance wields the blade and gives the 


blow, 


And deep i in fleſh the blade of fury bites, 
And deadly deep my bearded arrow lights, 
And both grow drunk with blood defil'd in ſin, 


When executions of revenge begin. 


Then let his nation in a common voice, 


And with his nation, let the world rejoice, 
For whether he for crimes or tryals ſpill 
His ſervants blood, he will avenge it ſtill; 


_ He'll 


» —— - ng 
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He'll break the troops, he'll ſcatter them afar 
Who vex our Realm with deſolating war. 
And on the favour'd tribes and on the land, 


Shed victories and peace, from mercy's hand. 


| Here ceas'd the ſong, and Iſrael look'd behind, | 


And gaz'd before, with unconfining mind, 


And fix'd in ſilence and amaſement faw 


The ſtrokes of all their ſtate beneath the law. 


Their recollection does its light preſent _ 

To ſhew the mountain bleſs'd with God's deſcent, 1 
To ſhew their wandrings their unfix'd a bode 
And all their guidance in the deſart road. 


Then where the beams of recollection go 


To leave the fancy diſpoſſeſs'd of ſhow, 
The fairer light of prophecy's begun 


Which op'ning future days, ſupplies their ſun. 
Buy ſuch a ſun, (and fancy needs no more) 
They ſee the coming times and walk them o'er, | 


Ard now they gain that reſt their travail ſought, 


Now milk and honey ſtream along the thought, 
4 Anon 


10N 


And he repenting too, deſtroys the rod. 


| Will in thy firſt condition find their own, 
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Anon they feel their ſouls, the bleſſing cloy 


And God's forgot in full exceſs of Joy. 


And oft they ſin, and oft his anger burns 
And ev.ry Nation's made their ſcourge by turns, 


Till oft repenting, they convert to God, 


Y% 


O nation timely warn'd in ſacred ſtrain, 
O never let thy MOSES ſing in vain, 


Dare to be good and happineſs prolong, 


Or if thy folly will fulfil the ſong, 


At leaſt be found the ſeldomer in ill, 
And till repent, and ſoon repent thee ſtill. 


When ſuch fair paths thou ſhalt avoid to tread, 
Thy blood will reft upon thy ſinful head, 
Thy crime by laſting will ſecure thy foe, 


The gracious warning to the Gentiles go, 


| And all the world, that's call'd to witneſs here 


Convinc'd by thine example, learn to fear. 
The gentle world a miſtick Iſrael grown 


A God's 
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A God's deſcent, a pilgrimage below, 
And promis'd reft where living waters flow; | 
They'll fee the pen, deſcribe in ev ry trace 
The frowns of anger, or the ſmiles of grace, 
Why mercy. turns aſide and leave to thine, 
What cauſe provokes the jealouſy divine. 
Why juſtice kindles dire avenging flames, g 
| What endleſs pow'r the lifted arm proclaims, 
[ Why mercy ſhines again with cheerful ray, 
And glory double-gjlds the lightſome day, 
Tho” nations change and Iſrael's empire dies, 
Yet till the caſe on earth again may riſe, 
„ Eternal providence its rule retains, 8 


And ſtill preſerves and ſtill applies the ſtrains. 


— ? Twas ſuch a gift, the prophet's ſacred pen, 
On his deparſr e, left the ſons of men. 
* Thus he, and thus the ſwan her breath 5 5 


(Within the beauty of poetick lines,) » 
| | He white with innocence, his figure ſhe, 
[| And both harmonious, but the ſweeter he,  F}Þ 


Death 
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Death learns to charm, and while it leads to bliſs, 
Has found a lovely circumſtance in this, 

To ſuit the meekeſt turn of eaſy mind, 


And actions chearful in an air reſign dc. 


Thou flock whom Moſes to thy freedom led; 


How wilt thou lay the venerable dead? 


Go (if thy fathers taught a work they knew) ) 


Go build a Pyramid to glory due, 


Square the broad baſe, with floping ſides ail 
And let the point diminiſh in the ſkies. | 
There leave the corps, impending o'er His head 


The wand whoſe motion, "ings and wayes 


obey' d. 
On ſable banners to the ngtt deſcribe | 


The painted arms of ev'ry mourning tribe. 


And thus may publick grief adorn the tomb 


Deep- ſtreaming downwards through the vaulted 


room. 
On the black Stone, a far inſcription raiſe, 


I That ſums his Government, to {peak his praiſe, 
ath | © | 
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And! may the ſtile as brightly worth proclaim 
As if affection with a pointed beam 


Engrav'd or fir'd the words, or honour due 


Had with it elf inlaid the tablet through. 


But ſtop the pomp that is not man's to pay, 
For God will grace him in a nobler way, 
Mine eyes perceive an orb of heav'nly ſtate, 
With fplendid forms and light ſerene repleat, | 
I hear the ſound of flutt'ring wings in air, 


I hear the tuneful tongues of angels there: 
They fly, they bear, they reſt on Nebo's head, 


And in thick glory wrap the rev*rend dead, 
This errand crowns his ſongs and tends to prove, 


His near communion with the Quire above. 


Now (ſwiftly down the ſteepy mount they go, 
Now ſwiftly glides their ſhining orb below, 
And now moves off, where riſing grounds deny 
To ſpread their valley to the diſtant Eye „ 

Ye bleſs'd inhabitants of glitt*ring air, 


You've born the * but we know not where. 
| Perhaps | 


And ſatan riſes in infernal ſtate, 


This corps I'll enter and thy flock miſle 
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8 leaſt IG-ael over fondly led, 

In rating worth when envy leaves the dead, 
Might plant a grove invent new rites: Ane 
Make him their idol and his grave the ſhrine. 
But what diſorder? what repels the light? 
And e re it's ſeaſon forces on the night? |; 
Why ſweep the ſpectres o'er the blaſted ber 
What ſhakes the mount with . eee found i ? 
Hell roll's beneath it, terrour ſtalks before 
With ſhrieks and groans, and horror burſt'sa door ol 
Drawn up by malice, envy, rage and hate, 
A dark ning vapour with ſulphureous ſteam, 

In Pitchy curlings edg'd by ſullen flame, 
And fram'd à chariot for the dreadful form, 7 
5 Drives whirling uo: on mad confuſion” 8 Ow 


: * 


Then 3 burning where the oe ay', 
Nor ſhall thy nation ſcape my wrath, he cry*d;' 


And all thy miracles my lies ſhall aid, * bn 
% 
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But where?---He's| gone, and by the ſcented ſy; 
The fav'rite courtiers have been lately nigh, 

Oh, flow. to buſineſs curs d in miſchieſs hour, 
Trace on their Odours and if hell has pow'r, 
This ſaid with ſpite and with a bent for ill, 

He = wih fury from the trembling hill. 


3 yan Sn ed Fiend big threats are half exp, 


And half lye choaking in thy ſcornful breaſt, 
His ſhining bearers have perform d their rights 
And laid him ſoftly down in ſhades of night, 

A warriour heads the band great Michael he, 
Renown'd for victories in wars, with. thee, 
A ſword of flame to ſtop thy courſe, he bears, 
Nor haz thy rage avail'd nor can thy ſnares, = 
The Lord rebuke thy pride he meeckly cries, 


The Lore on _—_ him and I thy project Gies. 5 


= * 


Here MOSES wind my ſong the tribes retirey, 
The deſart flies and forty years expire; 6 
And now my faney for a while be ſtill, 

And think of coming down: from NE BO's hill 
| "hy 
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Go ſearch among thy forms and thence prepare, 


A cloud in folds of ſoft ſurrounding air: 

Go find a Breeze to lift thy cloud on high, 
To waft thee gently-rock'd in open ſky, 
Then ſtealing back to leave a ſilent calm, 
And thee repoſing in a grove of Palm. 


The place will ſuit my next ſucceeding ſtrain, 
And i'll awake thee ſoon to fing agan. 


"TIME fireof years unfold thy leaf a new, | 


2 And ſtill the paſt recall to preſent view, 


Spread forth thy circles ſwiftly gaze them o'er, 
But where an action's nobly ſung before, | 
There ſtop and ſtay for me whoſe thoughts deſign, 
To make another's ſong reſound in mine. 
Paſs where the prieſt's proceſſion bore the law, 
When Jordan's parted waters fix d with awe, 
While Ifrael march'd upon the naked ſand, 


| Admir'd the wonder and obtain'd the land, 


C | Slide 


\ 
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Slide through the num'rous fates of canaan's kings, 
While conqueſts rode on expedition's wings, 
Glance over Iſrael at a ſingle view, 

In Bondage oft and oft unbound a new, 

Tin JABIN riſe and Deb'rah ftand enrol'd, 

Upon the OE leaf 8 revolving fold, 


Ob, kink fabdu'd, Oh! woman born to fame, 
Oh wake my fancy for the glorious theme; | 
Oh wake my fancy with the ſenſe of praiſe, 

Oh wake with warblings of triumphant lays, 

© The land you rife in ſultry ſuns invade, 
But when you riſe to ſing you'll. find a ſhade. _ 
Thoſe trees in order and with verdure crown d, 
The ſacred propheteſſes tent ſurround, 
And that fair palm a front exactly plac'd, 
That overtops and overſpreads the reſt, _ 
Near the firm root a moſly bank ſupports, T 
Where JUSTICE opens unexpenſive courts, 
There Deb'rah ſits the willing tribes repair, 
Refer their cauſes and ſhe judges there 1 54 


25, 
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Nor needs a guard to bring her ſubjects in, 
Each grace each virtue proves a guard unſeen, 


Nor wants the penalties enforcing law, 
While great OPINION gives effectual awe. 


| Now twenty years that roll'd in heavy pain, 


Nor 


Saw Jabin gall them-with oppreſſions chain, 
When ſhe ſubmiſſive to divine command 
Proclaims a war for freedom o'er the land, 


And bids young Baruck with thoſe men deſcend 


Whom in the mountains he for battle train'd, 


Go ſays the propheteſs thy foes aſſail, 


Go make ten thouſand over all prevail ; 
| Make Jabin's captains feel thine edged ſword, 


Make all his army, God has ſpoke the word. 
He fit for war and Iſrael's hope in fight, 
Yet doubts the number and by that the Fight, 


Then thus replies with wiſh to ſtand ſecure, 
Or eager thought to know the conqueſt ſure ; 


| Belov'd of God, lend thou thy preſence too, 
And ] with gladneſs lead th' appointed few ; 


47 
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But if thou wilt not let thy ſon deny, 

For what's ten thouſand men or what am I? 

If fo ſhe crys a ſhare of toil be mine, 

Another ſhare and ſome diſhonour thine, 

For God to puniſh doubt reſolves to ſhew; 
That leſs than numbers can ſuppreſs his foe, 
You'll move to conquer and the foes to yield, 

But tis a woman's act ſecures the field. 


Now ſeem the warriours in their ranks aſſign d, 
Now furling banners flutter in the wind, 
Her words encourage and his actions lead, 
Hope ſpurs them forward, valour 4 the blade, 


And freedom like a fair reward for all 
Stands reaching forth her hands and ſeems to call. 


On bother ſide and almoſt o'er the plain, 
Proud SIS*RA, JABIN'S captain brings his men, 
As thick as Locuſts on the vintage fly, 


As thick as ſcatter'd leaves in autumn lye, 


i Bold with ſucceſs againſt a nation try'd, 
And proud of numbers and ſecure in pride. 


Now 


/ 
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Now ſound the trumpet now my fancy warms, 
And now methinks I view their toils in arms, 


The lively PHANTOMS tread my boundleſs mind, 
And no faint colours or weak ſtrokes deſign'd, 


See where in diſtant conqueſt from afar, 


The pointed arrows bring the wounds of war, 


See where the lines with cloſer force engage, 
And thruſt the ſpear and whirl the ſword of rage, 
Here brake the files and vainly ſtrive to cloſe, 


There on their own repell'd aſſiſt their foes. 


Here DEB'RAH calls and JABIN's ſoldiers fly, 
There BARACK fights and JABIN's ſoldiers dye. 


But now nine hundred chariots roll along, 


Expert their guiders and their horſes Trong, 


And TERROUR ratling in their fierce array, 


Bears down on ISRAEL to reſtore the Day, 
Oh, Lord of battles Oh, the danger's near! 
Aſſiſt thine Iſrael or they periſh here. 


How ſwift is mercy's aid behold it fly, 
on ruſhing tempeſts thro” the troubled ſky, 
With daſhing rain with pelting hail they blow, 


And ſharply drive them on the facing for. 
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Thus bleſs d with help. and only touch'd behind 
The fav'rite nation preſſes in the wind. 
But heat of action now diſturbs the ſight _ 
And wild confuſion mingles all the fight ; 
Cold-whiſt ling winds, and ſhrieks of dying men, 0 
And groans arid armour, ſound in all the plain. 


The bands of Canaan, fate no longer dare, 
Oppreſs'd by weather and deſtroy'd by war, 
And from his chariot whence he rul'd the fight, 
Their haughty leader leaps to join the flight. 
See where he flys, and ſee the victor near 

See rapid conqueſt in purſuit of fear, 

See, ſee, they both make off the work is 0 er, 
And fancy clear'd of viſion as before. 

Thus (if the mind of man may ſeem to move 
With ſome reſemblance of the ſkies above) 
When Wars are gath'ring in our hearts below, 
We've ſeen their battles in ethereal ſhew : 
The long diſtended tracts of opening ſky, 

The phantoms azure field of fight REPAY 4 ; 


The 


a 


The 


| 
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The Whitiſh clouds an argent armour yield, 
A radiant blazon gilds their argent ſhield ; 
\ Young glitt'ring comets point the level'd ſpear, 


Which for their PENNON 8 hang their flaming 
hair, 

And o'er the helms for gallant clory dreſt 

Sit curls of air and nod upon the creſt. 

Thus arm'd they ſeem to march and ſeem to fight 

And ſeeming wounds of death delude the ſight, 

The ruddy-thunder-clouds look ſtain*d with gorę 

And for the din of war within they roar, 

'Then fly's aſide, and then aſide purſues 

Till in their motion all their ſhapes they looſe, 


| Diſperſing air concludes the mimick ſcene, 


The  tky ſhats Up, and ſwift] y clears again, 


But teak their SISRA ſhare the common fate 
Or mourn his humbled pride i in dark retreat? 
With ſuch enquiry near the palm repair, | 


Victorious HON OUR knows and tells it there, 
H 2 To 


— — 
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To that fair type of Iſrael's late ſucceſs 


Which nobly riſes as its weights depreſs, 


To that fair type returns the Joyful band 
Whoſe courage roſe to free their groaning land, 
There ſtands the leader in the pomp of arms, 


There ſtands the judge in beauty's awful charms,” — 
And whilſt reclin'd upon the reſting ſpear | 


He pants with chace and breaths in calmer air 
Her thoughts are working with a backward view 
And wou'd i in ſong the great exploit renew. = 
She ſees an arm'd oppreſſion's hundred hands 
Impoſe its fetters on the promis'd lands. 

She ſees their nation ſtruggling in the chains 


And wars ariſing with unequal trains. 


She ſees their fate in arms, the field imbru'd, Ts 


The foe diſorder'd, and the foe purſu'd, 
Till CONQUEST dreſt in rays of glory come 


With PEACE and freedom brought in triumph 
home. ; | 

Then round her heart a beamy . 9 

Which darting forward, thus converts to praiſe. 


For 


nph | 


For 


When led by no compelling pow'r below, 
When each ſpring forward of their own accord, 


| The kings of Canaan roſe in Shamgar's days, 
And ſtill continued in JAEL's times 
Their empire fixing with ſucceſsful crimes. 
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For Iſrael's late avengings on the foe 


For this, for all the mercy praiſe the Lord. 


Hear O ye kings, ye neighb'ring princes hear, 
My ſong triumphant ſhall inſtruct your fear, 


My ſong triumphant bids your glory bow, 
1 To nos confeſs d, the > God of u now. 


O . Lord! when with thy enn hand, 
Thou led the nation off from Edom's land, 


Then trembled and ſhook. wn heay' ns on 


high 


And clouds in drops, forſook the melted ſky, 
With tumbling waters hills were heard to roar 
And felt ſuch ſhocks as SN Al felt before. 
But fear abating, which by time decays, 


Oppreſſion 
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Oppreſſion ravag'd all our loſt abodes 

Nor dare the people truſt the common mak. of 
But paths perplex*d and unfrequented choſe, 

To ſhun the danger of perplexing foes. 
Thus direful was deform'd the country round, 
Unpeopled towns, and diſimprov'd the ground. 
Till I refolying in the gap to ſtand, - 

I DEB'RAH roſe a mother of the land, 
Where others ſlaves by ſettled cuſtom grown, 
Cou'd ſerve and chuſe to ſerve the Gods unknown, 
Where others ſuffer'd with a tame regret 
Deſtruction ſpilling blood in ev'ry gate, 

And forty thouſand had not for the field 

One ſpear offenſive, or defenſive ſhield, 


- "Y 


O tow'rds the leaders of my Nation move, 

O beat my warming heart with ſenſe of love, 
Commend th* Aſſerters on their own accord, 

And bleſs the ſov'raign cauſer, bleſs the Lord. 


Speak ye chat ride with pow'r return'd in ſtate 
Speak ye the praiſe that rule the judgment ſeat, 


Speak 


VN, 


Speak ye the praiſe to God that walk the roads, | 
While ſafety brings you to reſtor'd abodes. 


3 The reſcu'd villagers no more affraid 
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Of archers lurking in the faithleſs ſhade, 
And ſudden death convey'd from ſounding ſtrings, 
Snall ſafe approach the waters riſing ſprings ; 


And whiletheir turns of drawing there they wait, 
1 Loit ring in eaſe upon a moſly ſeat, 


Call all the bleſſings of the Lord to mind, 


= And ſing the Lord in all the bleſſings kind. 


Lead on thy triumph thou ABINOAM's fon ; 
Thy captives bound in chains when God's 3 


” Made humbl'd princes ſtoop their necks to thee, 
ealc. 


The townſmen reſcu'd from the tyrant's reign 
Shall flock with joy to fill their, walls again, 


See JUSTICE in the gates the ballance Bear 
| And none but her unſheath a weapon there. 


Awake O Deb*rah, O awake to praile 
Awake and utter forth triumphant lays. 
Ariſe O Barack, be thy pomp begun 


- | ED: When 
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When he the giver of ſucceſs i in fight, 
Advanc'd a woman o'er the ſons 91 might. 


Againſt this Amaleck of banded es... 
I Deb'rah root of all the war aroſe, 3 
From Epuraim ſprung, and leading Ephraim” 8 
line, _ 
The next in riſing BENJAMIN, was thine. 
The ruling heads of half Manaſſeh's land, 
To ſerve in danger, left their ſafe command. 
The tribe of Zebulon's unactive men 
For glorious arms forſook the peaceful pen, 
The Lords of Iſſachar with Deb'rah went, 
The tribe with Barack to the vale was ſent, 
Where he on foot perform'd the General's part, 


And ſhar'd the ſoldier's toil to raiſe their heart. 


But Reuberysſtrange diviſions juſtly wrought 
Amongſt his brethren, deep concern of thought. 
Ah! while the nation in affliction lay 

How coudſt thou Reuben by the ſheepfolds ſtay ? 


And 
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And let thy bleating flock divert thy days 

That iq iy paſs d thee with inglorious eaſe, 

Divided tribe without thy dangers free, 

Deep were the ſearchings of our heart for thee, 

Our GILEAD too, by ſuch example ſway'd, 

With unconcern beyond the river ſtay'd, 

And DAN in ſhips at ſea for ſafety rode, 

And frighten'd ASHER in its rocks abode. 


Now ſing the Field, the feats of war begun 

And praiſe thy NAPTHALI with Zebulun, 

To deaths expos'd in poſts advanc'd they ſtood | 

With ſouls reſolv'd and gallant rage of blood. 

| Then came the kings and fought, the gather'd 

R EY 

By waters ſtreaming from MEGIDDO's ſprings 

In TAANACH vale ſuftain'd the daring toil, 

| Yet neither fought for pay, nor won the ſpall. 

The ſkies indulgent in the cauſe of right, 

On Iſrael's ſide, againſt their army fight, 

In evil aſpects ſtars and planets range, 
And by the weather in tempeſtuous change 

1 | I Promote 
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Promote the dire diſtreſs, and make it known Ne 

That God has HOST'S above to ſave his own. 

The KISHON ſwell'd, grew rapid as they fled | 

And roll'd them ſinking down its ſandy bed. 

O river KISHON, river of renown! 

And O my ſoul that trod their glory down ! 

The ſtony paths, by which diſorder'd flight 

| Convey'd their troops and chariots from the fight, 
With rugged points, their horſes hoofs diſtreſs'd, 
And broke thee Proneiny in impetuous haſte. 


Curſe curſe ye MEROZ curſe the town ab- 


hor'd, 

(So ſpake the glorious ot of the Lord) 
For MEROZ came not in the field prepar'd 
To join that fide on which the Lord declar'd. 

But bleſs ye IAEL, be the KENITES Name 
Above our women's bleſs d in endleſs fame. 
The captain faint with ſore fatigue of flight 
Implor'd for water to ſupport his might, | 
And milk ſhe pour'd him, while he water ſought 
And in her lordly diſh her butter brought. 


With 
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With courage well deſerving to prevail, 

One hand the hammer held, and one the nail, 

And him reclin'd to ſleep, ſhe boldly t flew 

She ſmote, ſhe piere d, the f ſtruck hy temples 
through, | a 

Before her feet reluctant on the clay, : | 

He bow'd, he fell, he bow'd, he fell, he lay, 

He bow'd, he fell, he dy'd. 3 ſach degrees 

As thrice ſhe fuck, each ſtroak 8 effect ſhe ſees. 


„ 4 

His mother. gaz? d with Jong: expeAing eyes; ; 
And grown inpatient, through the lattice crys, 
Why moves the chariot of my fon ſo flow ? „ 
Or what affairs retard his coming ſo! ? 2 
Her ladies anſwer d but ſne wou'd not ſtay, 
(For pride had taught what flatt' ry meant to ſay) 
They ve ſped, ſhe fays, and now. the PA, they 
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ſhare, 15 
For each a damſel, or a a lovely pair, | 
For Siſra's part. a robe of gallant grace, 


Where diverſe colours rich, embroid' ry trace, | 
12 Meet 
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Meet ſor the necks of thoſe who in the ſpoil 
When triumph offers its re ward for toil. 


& 
4 Fg - , 


Thus periſh. all 3 Gods 2 oppoſe 2 | 
Thus like the md, periſh all thy foes, | 
But let the men that i in thy name delight : 

Be like the ſun 1 in heay 'oly glory bright. LC 
When mounted on the dawn he poſts; away a | | 1 


* 


And with full firength encreaſes' on i the day. | 


Ty p 4 «+ 


"Twas here the Propheteſs repir' from frog ; 
Then londly ſhouted : all the chearful throng, "HR 1 
By freedom gain'd, by victory compleat, 5 = 
Prepar'd for mirth irregularly great. 5 Z 
The frowns of ſorrow x gave their ancient place 
To pleaſure drawn i in ſmiles on ev v'ry | fate. 2 28 
The groans of flav'i ry were no bonger vrung, 5 
| F But thoughts of comfort from the bleſling ſprung. 
i And as they ſhouted from the breezy welt, 
Amongſt the plumes that deck the fingers cen : 
The ſpirit of applauſe it felf convey d 5 


On wafted air, and lightly waving play d, 


fend „„ Y fond rnd 


{ 
„ FO A 


Such 


2 


ch 


ARE L's POEMS. 61 


Such was the caſe, (or ſuch ideas fow, | 
From thought repleniſh' 'd with triumphant ſhew.) 


What rais'd their joy their love cou'd alſo raiſe 


And each contended i in the words of praiſe, - 
And ev'ry word proclaim'd the wonders paſt, 


And God was ſtill the firſt and ſtill the laſt, 


Deep in their ſouls the fair impreſſion lay, 
Deep-trac'd and never to be worn away. 


From hence the reſcu'd generation ſtill 


Abhorr'd the practice of rebellious ill 


And fear'd the puniſhment for ill abhorr'd, 


And lov'd repentance and ador'd the Lord. 


From hence in all their days the lord was kind, 


His face ſerene with-ſettPd favour ſhin'd, 
Fair baniſh'd ORDER was recall'd in ſtate 
The laws reviv'd, the princes 1 rul'd the gate, 


Peace chear 0 the vales, contentment laugh", d with 


Peace 


| Gay- -blooming plenty roſe with large encreaſe, 


Sweet mercy thoſe who thought on mercy bleſt, 
And fo for forty year the land had reſt, 
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Reft happy land a while, ah Eber ſo, 
Didſt thou thine happineſs fincerely know ! 


But ſoon thy quiet with thy goodneſs paſt, 
And in the ſong alone obtain d to laſt. 


e ſong eriumphant, loop i in 15 KI = 7 
And teach ſycceeding times to fear the lord; 


For fancy moves by bright example Woo d. 

And wins the mind with images of good. 

Touch'd with a ſacred rage and heav' nly lame. 2 
II ſtrive to ſing thine univerſal aim. KNOT 

ö To quit the ſubject, and in lays ſublime 

The moral fit for any point of time. 

Then go my verſes with applying ſtrain 

Go form a * nat aſcrib'd to men. 


7 
5 % [1 
« £* * 


Let al the gon of grief impending le 5 
And ſtorms of TROUBLE drive along the ſky, 5 
| Then humble PIETY thine accents raiſe 
. For prayer will prove the pow 'rful charm of eaſe 


Lo now my foul has ſpoke its beſt defires, | 
_ How bicings anfiver what the prayer requires. | 
Before 


8 With order join to Hill the train of ſtate, 


Ore 
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Before thy ſighs the clouds of grief retreat, 
The ſtorms of trouble by thy tears abate, 


And radiant glory from her upper ſphere 


Looks down and glitters in relented air. 


Riſe lovely Piety from earthy bed, 


The parted flame deſcends upon thine head, 


This wond'rous MITRE fram'd by ſacred love 
And for thy triumph ſent thee from above, 


In two bright points with upper rays aſpires 


And rounds thy temples with innocuous fires. 

Riſe lovely Piety, with pomp appear, 

And thou kind MERCY lend thy chariot here, 

On either ſide, fair fame and honour place, . 
Behind let plenty walk in hand with peace, 

While IRRELIGION mutt'ring horred found, 
With fierce and proud oppreſſion backward bound 


| Drag by the wheels along the duſty plain 


And gnaſhing lick the ground and curſe with pain. 


Now come ye thouſands and more dad yet 


Souls | 


7 
4 
x 
| 
34 
> 
. 
'W 
1 


2 


To break their forces in the winding land, 


* 
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Souls tun'd for praiſing to the temple bring, 
And thus amidſt the ſacred muſick ſing. 


Hail PIETY ! triumphant axed hail f 


Hail O prevailing ever O prevail! 
At thine entreaty JUSTIC! E leaves to frown _ 


And wrath appeaſing lays the thunder down, 
The tender heart of yearning MERCY burns 


Love aſks a bleſſing and the Lord returns. 


In his great name that heav*n and earth has made. 


In his great name alone we find our aid, 
Then bleſs the Name, and let the works adore , 
From this time forward, and for evermore. 


HANNAH 


KY ſound 
On eccho's dying in their laſt rebound, 


The notes of fancy ſeem no longer ſtrong 


But ſweet' ning cloſes fit a private ſong. 
So when the ſtorms forſake the ſeas command, 


OW crouds move off, retiring trumpets 


0 
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| Nor more their blaſts tumult ous rage proclaim, 
But ſweep | in murmours o'er a murm'ring ſtream. 


Then ſeek the ſubject, 1 its ſong be mine 
Whoſe numbers mixt in ſacred ſtory ſnine: 
Go brightly-working thought, prepar'd to fly, 
Above the page on hov'ring pinnions lye 
And beat with ſtronger force to make thee riſe 
Where en Haren meets the ſearching 

eyes. 


There frame a town and fix a tent with cords 
The town be SHILOH call'd, the tent the Lord 9. 
Carvꝰd pillers filleted with ſilver rear, 
| To cloſe the curtains in an outward ſquare, 
But thoſe within it. which the porch uphold, 
Be finely wrought and overlaid with gold. 


Here Eli comes to take the reſting ſeat, , 
Slow moving forward with a rev'rend gate, 
Sacred in office venerably ſage, 

And venerably great in filver'd age. 
F Here 


- 
{ 
\ } * 
1 
i 
1 0 
. 
1 
. 
4 
4 
; 
? 2 
[ 
0 
1 
i! 
a 
$| 


66 PARNELLs POEMS. 
Here HANN AH comes a melancholy wife 
Reproach'd for barren in the marriage life, | 
Like ſummer mornings ſhe to ſight appears, 
Bedew'd and ſhining in the midſt of tears. 
Her heart in bitterneſs of grief ſhe bow'd, 
And thus her wiſhes to the Lord ſhe vow'd, 


I chou thine handmaid with compaſſion fee, 


If I, my God! am not forgot by thee, 

If in mine offspring 3 7 my line, 
The child I wiſh for all his days be thine, 
His life devoted in thy courts be led, 
And not a razor come upon his head, 


So from receſſes of her inmoſt ſoul, 
Through moving lips her {till devotion ſtole : 


As ſilent waters glide through parted trees, 


Whoſe branches tremble with a riſing breeze. 

The words were loſt becauſe her heart was low, 

But free deſire had taught the Mouth to go; 

This ELI mark'd and with a voice ſevere, | 

While yet ſhe multiply'd her thoughts in prayer, 
„ How 
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How Jong ſhall wine he crys diſtract thy breaſt, 
Begone and lay the drunken fit by reſt, 


Ah! fays the mourner count not this for ſin, 
It is not wine but grief that works within, 
The ſpirit of thy wretched hand-maid know, 
Her prayers complaint, and her condition woe, 
Then ſpake the ſacred prieſt, in peace depart, 
And with thy comfort God fulfill thine heart, 
His bleſſing thus pronounc'd with awful ſound, 
The vot'ry bending leaves the ſolemn ground, 
She ſeems confirm'd the Lord has heard her cries, 
And chearful hope the tears of trouble dry's, 
And makes her alter'd eyes irradiate roll, 
With Joy that dawns in thought upon the ſoul,” 
Nov let the town and tent and court remain, 
And leap the time till HANNAH comes again. 
As painted proſpects ſkip along the green, 


/ 


From hills to mountains eminently ſeen, 
And leave their intervals that fink below, 
| In deep retreat and unexpreſsd to ſhew, = 
EF Kan Behold! 


2 
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' Behold ! ſhe comes (but not as once ſhe came, 
To grieve to ſigh and teach her eyes to ſtream,) _ 


Content adorns her with a lively face, 

An open look and ſmiling kind of grace; 

Her little SAMUEL in her arms ſhe bears 
The wiſh of long deſire and child of pray'rs; 
And as the ſacrifice ſhe brought begun, 

To rev'rend ELI ſhe preſents her ſon. 
Here, crys the mother here my Lord may ſee; 
The woman come who pray'd in grief by thee; 
The child I ſu'd for, God in bounty gave, 
And what he granted let him now receive. 


But ſtill the votry feels her temper move, 
With all the tender violence of love, 
That ſtill enjoys the gift and inly burns, 
To ſearch for larger or for more returns. 


Then fill'd with bleſſings which allure to praiſe; 


And rais'd by joy to ſoul-enchanting lays, 
Thus thanks the Lord beneficently kind, 
In ſweet effuſions of the grateful mind. 


py — 
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My lifting heart with more than common heat; 


ends up its thanks to God on ev'ry beat, 


My glory rais'd above the reach of ſcorn, 
To God exhalts it's highly- platited hoth, 

My mouth enlarg*d mine enemies defy” 5, 
And finds in God's ſalvation full replys. 


Oh, bright in holy beauty's pow'r divine; 
There's none whoſe glory can compare with thine ! 


None ſhar 


No rock. on which thy creatures can confide. 


Ye proud in ſpirit who your gifts adore, 


5 


hine honours nay there's none beſide 


* 


Unlearn the faults and ſpeak with pride no more j 
No more your words in arrogance be ſhewn, 
Nor call the works of providence your own, 


Since he that rules us infinitely knows, 


| And as he will His acts of pow r diſpoſe. 


1 


— 


The ſtrong whola finewy forces arch 'd the bow; 
| Have ſeen it ſhatter'd by the conqu'ring foe, 
The weak have felt their nerves more firmly brace, 
And new-ſprung vigour in the limbs encreaſe. 


i 


The 
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The F ULL whom nary taſtes of plenty fed, 
Have let their labour out to gain their bread. 

The POOR that languiſh'd in a ſtarving ſtate, 
Content and full, have ceas'd to beg their meat. 
'The BARREN womb no longer barren now, 
(Oh, be my thanks accepted with my vow! ) 

In pleaſure wonders at a Mother's pain, 

And ſees her offspring and conceives again, 
While ſhe that glory'd in her num'rous heirs, 


Now broke by feebleneſs no longer bears. 


Such turns their riſing from the Lord derive, 
The Lord that kills, the Lord that makes alive, 3 
He brings by ſickneſs down to gaping graves, 
And by reſtoring health from ſickneſs ſaves. 

He makes the Poor by keeping back his ſtore, 
And makes the Rich by bleſſing men with more, 
He ſink ing hearts with bitter grief annoys, 1 
Or lifts them bounding with enliven'd joys. 


He takes the Beggar from his humble clay, 
From off the Dunghill where deſpis'd he lay, | 
| To 


* 
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To mix with Princes in a rank ſupreme, 


Fill thrones of honour and inherit fame. 
For all the pillars of exhalted ſtate, 

So nobly firm fo beautifully great, 

Whoſe various orders bear the ronnded ball, 


Which wou'd without them to confuſion fall, 


To 


All are the Lords at his diſpoſure ſtand, 


Aud prop the govern'd world at his command. 


His mercy ſtill more wonderfully ſweet, 
Shall guard the righteous and uphold their feet, 
While through the darkneſs of the wicked ſoul, 


| Amalement, dread, and deſperation roll, 


While envy ſtops their tongues and hopeleſs grief, 
That ſees their fears, but not their fears relief. 
And they their ſtrength as unavailing view 


Since none ſhall truſt in that and ſafety too. 


The foes of ISRAEL, for his ISRAEL's fake 
God will to pieces in his anger break ; 
His bolts of thunder from an open'd ſky 
Shall on their heads with force unerring fly, 


His 
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His voice ſhall call, and all the world ſhall hear, 
And all for ſentence at his ſeat appear. 


My thoughts prophetick of MESSIAH's reign, 


Perceive the glories which around him ſhine, g 
And thus thine hymn be , with grace divine: 


*Tis here the numbers find a bright repoſe, 


The vows accepted and the vot*ry goes. 
But thou my ſoul upon her accents hung 


And ſweetly pleas'd with what ſhe ſweetly ſung, 


Prolong the pleaſure with thine inward eyes, 
Turn back thy thoughts, and ſee the . riſe. 


In her peculiar caſe, the ſong begun, 


And for a while through private bleſſings run, 
As through their banks the curling waters play 


And ſoſt in murmurs kiſs the flow'ry way, 85 
With force encreaſing then ſhe leaps the bounds, | 
And largely flows on more extended grounds, 


Spreads wide and wider, till vaſt ſeas appear 
And boundleſs views of PROVIDENCE are here. 
+ Hoy 
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How ſwift theſe views along her anthem glide, 
As waves on waves puſh forward in the tide ? 


How ſwift thy wonders o'er my fancy ſweep, 


O PROVIDENCE thou great unfathom'd deep! 
Where reſignation gently dips the wing 


And learns to love and thank, admire and fing, 
But bold PRESUMPTUOUS reaſonings diving 


down 


To reach the bottom, in their diving drown. 


Neglecting man forgetful of thy ways, 


Nor owns thy care, nor thinks of giving praiſe, 


But from himſelf his happineſs derives, 


And thanks his wiſdom, when by thine he thrive's, 
His limbs at eaſe in ſoft repoſe he ſpreads, 
Bewitch'd with vain delights on flow'ry beds, 
And while his ſenſe the fragrant breezes kiſs, 
He meditates a waking dream of bliſs, 


He thinks of kingdoms, and their crowns are near, 


He thinks of glories and their rays appear ; 


He thinks of BEAUTIES, and a wo face 


 Serenely ſmiles in ey 'ry taking grace; 
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And boundleſs views of PROVIDENCE are here. 
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His voice ſhall call, and all the world ſhall hear, 
_—_ all for ſentence at his ſeat appear. 


But mount to gentler praiſes, mount again 
My thoughts prophetick of MESSIAH's reign, 
Perceive the glories which around him ſhine, 
And thus thine hymn be crown'd with grace divine: 


*Tis here the numbers find a bright repoſe, 
'The vows accepted and the vot*ry goes. 
But thou my ſoul upon her accents hung 
And ſweetly pleas'd with what ſhe ſweetly ſung, 


Prolong the pleaſure with thine inward eyes, | 
Turn back thy thoughts, and ſee the ſubject riſe. 


In her peculiar caſe, the ſong begun, 
And for a while through private bleſſings run, 
As through their banks the curling waters play 
And ſoft in murmurs kiſs the flow'ry way, 


With force encreaſing then ſhe leaps the bounds, 


And largely flows on more extended grounds, | 
Spreads wide and wider, *till vaſt ſeas appear 
j 


How 
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Hoy ſwift theſe views along her anthem glide, 


As waves on waves puſh forward in the tide? 


How ſwift thy wonders o'er my fancy ſweep, 
O PROVIDENCE thou great unfathom'd deep! 


Where reſignation gently dips the wing 

And learns to love and thank, admire and ſing, | 

But bold PRESUMPTUOUS reaſonings diving 
_ down 3 

To reach the bottom, in their diving drown. 


Neglecting man forgetful of thy ways, 


Nor owns thy care, nor thinks of giving praiſes 
But from himſelf his happineſs derives, 


Ard thanks his wiſdom, when by thine he thrive's, 
His limbs at eaſe in ſoft repoſe he ſpreads, 
Bewitch'd with vain delights on flow'ry beds, 


And while his ſenſe the fragrant breezes kiſs, 
He meditates a waking dream of bliſs, 
He thinks of kingdoms, and their crowns are near, 


He thinks of glories and their rays appear ; 


| He thinks of BEAUTIES, and a lovely face 
| Screnely ſmiles in ev ry taking grace ; ; 
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He thinks of RICHES alt their heaps ariſc 
Diſplay their glitt'ring forms and fix his eyes; 
Thus drawn with pleaſures in a charming view 
7 Riſing he reaches and wou'd fain purſue. 
ut ſtill the fleeting ſhadows mock his care 
And ſtill his fingers graſp at yielding air, 


What e re our tempers as their comforts want 
It is not man's to take but God's to grant. 
If then periſhing in the vain deſign | 
We look for bliſs without an help divine, 
We ſtill may ſearch, and ſearch without relief, 
Nor only want a bliſs, but find a grief. 
That ſuch conviction may to ſight appear, 
Sit down ye ſons of men ſpectators here, 
Behold a ſcene upon your folly wrought, 
And let this lively ſcene inſtruct the thought. 


Boy blow the pipe until the bubble riſe, 
Then caſt it off to float upon the ſkies, 
„Still ſwell it's ſides with breath O beauteous frame, 


It grows, it ſhines, be now the world thy name, 
| | Methinks 
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Methinks creation forms it's ſelf e ieee 
The men, the towns, the birds, the trees JR 
The ſkies above preſent an azure now, | 


And lovely verdure paints an earth belo ww. 


Tl wind myſelf in this delightful ſphere, 
And live a thoufand years of pleaſure there, * 
Roll'd up in bliſſes, which around me cloſe, 
And now regal'd with theſe, and now with thoſe, 
Falſe hope, but falſer words of joy, farewell, 
You've rent the lodging where I meant to dwell, 
My bubbles burſt my proſpects diſappear 

And leaye behind a moral and a tear. 

If at the type our dreaming ſouls awake 

And HANNAH'S ſtrains their juſt impreſſion make, 
The boundleſs pow'r of providence we know 

And fix our truſt on nothing here below. 

Then he grown pleas'd that men his greatneſs own 
Looks down ſerenely from his ſtarry throne, 

And bids the bleſſed days our prayers have won 
Put on their glories and prepare to run, 

by 
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For which our thanks be juſtly ſent above 
Enlatg'd by gladneſs and inſpir'd with love 8: 

For which his praiſes be for ever ſung, = 
O ſweet employment of the grateful tongue. 


Burſt forth my temper in a godly flame, 
For all his bleſſings, laud his holy name: 
That e er mine eyes { faluted chearful day, 
A gift devoted i in the womb 1 lay, 


Like SAMUEL vow'd, before my breath I drew, | 


O cou'd I prove, in life like Samuel too! 
That all my frame is exquiſitely wrought, 
The world erjoy*d by ſenſe, and God by thought ; 


That living ſtreams through living channels glide, 


To make this frame by nature's courſe abide ; ; 
That for it's good, by providence s care, 
Fire joins with water, earth concurs with air; 
That MERCY's ever ine xhauſted ſtore 

Is pleas'd to proffer, and to promiſe more, 
And all the proffers ſtream with grace divine 
And all the promiſes with glory ſhine. 


O Praiſe 
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| © Praiſe the lord my bal in one accord 
Leet all that is within me praiſe the lord, 
O Praiſe the lord my ſoul, and ever ſtrive 


To keep the feet remembrances alive. 
Still raiſe the kind affections of thine heart, 


| Raiſe ev'ry gratefull word to bear a part, 
With ev'ry word the ſtrains of love deviſe, 
| Awake thine harp, and thou thyſelf ariſe, 


Then if his MERCY be not half expreſs'd 


| Let wond'ring SILENCE magnity the reſt. 


DAVID. 


Y thought on views of admiration hung, 


| Intently raviſh'd and depriv'd of tongue 
Now darts a while on earth, a while in air, 


Here mov*d with praiſe and mov'd with glory there; 


The joys entrancing and the mute ſurprize 


Half fix the blood, and dim the moiſt'ning eyes, 


Pleaſure and praiſe on one another break, 
An Exclamation longs at heart to ſpeak; 


When 
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When thus my Genious on the work deſign'd 
8 cloſely, guides the wand'ring mind. 


If while thy thanks wou'd in \ thy lays be wrought 
Abright aſtoniſhment involve the thought, 
If yet thy temper wou'd attempt to ſing, 
Another's quill ſhall imp thy feebler wing; j 
Behold the name of royal David near, 
Behold his muſick and his meaſures here, 
Whoſe harp DEVOTION in a rapture ſtrung, 
And left no ſtate of pious ſouls unſung. 


Him to the wond'ring world but newly ſhewn, 
Celeſtial poetry pronounc'd her own; 
A thouſand hopes, on clouds adorn'd with rays, 
Bent down their little beauteous forms to gaze; 
F air-blooming INNOSENCE with tender years, 
And native SWEETNESS for the raviſh'd ears 


Prepar'd to ſmile within his early ſong, 


And brought their rivers, groves, and plains along: 

Majeſtick HONOUR at the palace bred, 

Enrob'd in white, embroider'd o'er with red 
Reach'd 
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Reach'd forth the ſcepter of her royal ſate, | 
His forehead touch'd, and bid his lays be great, 
Undaunted COURAGE deck'd with manly charms, 


Wich waving-azure plumes, and gilded arms; 


Diſplaid the glories, and the toils of fight 


Demanded fame, and call'd him forth to write. 


To perfect theſe the ſacred ſpirit came, 
By mild infuſion of celeſtial flame, 


| And mov'd with dove-like candour in his bra 


And breath'd his graces over all the reſt. 


Ah! where the daring flights of men aſpire, 

To match his numbers with an equal fire; 

In vain they ſtrive to make proud BABEL rife, 
And with an earth-born labour touch the ſkies, 


That will the ſubject of my lines renew; 


| The Laurel wreath, my fames imagin'd ſhade, 


Around my beating temples fears to fade ; 


My fainting fancy trembles on the brink 
And DAVID's God muſt help or elſe I ſink, 


1d 


While I the glitt'ring page reſolve to view, 
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As rolling rivers in their channels flow, 
Swift from aloft, but on the level ſlow ; 
Or rage in rocks, or glide along the plains, 
So juſt ſo copious move the Pſalmiſt's ſtrains ;, 
So ſweetly vary'd with proportion'd heat, 
So gently clear or ſo ſublimely _. 
While nature's ſeen in all her forms to ſhine, 
And mix with beauties drawn from truth divine ; 
| Sweet beauties ( ſweet affections endleſs rill,) 
That in the ſoul like honey drops diſtil. mY 


Hail holy ſpirit, hail ſupremely kind, 
Whoſe A TR thus enlarg'd the mind; 
Who taught him what the gentle ſhehperd ſings 
What rich expreſſions ſuit the port of kings; : 
What daring words deſcribe the ſoldiers heat, 
And what the prophet's extaſies relate; 

Nor let his worſt condition be forgot, 
In all this ſplendour of exulted thought, 
On one thy diff rent ſorts ef graces fall, 


Still made for each, of equall force in all, 
E 5 | And 


nd 


Tho? weak"tny volte and tho my light be dim 


And they thhtfpeak thee right muſt feel 4 2 
Vouchſafè a portion of thy grace divine, 
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And while from heav'nly courts he feels a N * 
He ſings the place from whence the bleſſing came; 15 
And makes his inſpirations ſiveetly prove, 
The tuneful ſubject of the ee move. 2 
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Immortal ſpirit light of life i ately 4 e 
Who thus the boſom of a mortal fl'd, 
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Yet fain I'd priiſe'thy/ wond'rous gifts in him; 
Then ſince thine aid's attracted by defire 
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And ralſe my voice and in my numbers ſhine; 
I ſing of David, David ſlings of thee, « 
Aſſiſt the Plalmiiſt, and his workin me. 


- . 
4 2 — — — 
* 


But now my + ou 3 on n dhe wing, 
What part of all thy ſübject wilt thou ſing? 
How fire thy firſt attempt, in wat reſort N 
Of PALESTINA's plains, or SALEM's 5 2:1 
Where as his hands, the ſolemn meaſure play d, 

Cür sd fiends with torment and confuſion fled. 
NM | Where 


- 
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Where at the roſy ſpring of chearful ligt 

(If pious fame record tradition right) 

A ſoft Efflation of geleſtial fire. 
Came like a ruſhing breeze and ſhook the Lyre 5011 T 


Still ſweetly giving ev'ry trembling ſtring, 


So much of ſound as made him wake to u 
| 18 gie Ti. 7: 4 5 


Within my view thè country firſt appears, 
The country firſt enjoy*d.his youthful years 
Then frame thy ſhady Landſcapes in my ſtrain, 
Some conſcious mountain or accuſtom'd plain 3587 
Where by the waters, on the graſs reclin d.,. 
With notes he rais' d, wi ith notes. he calm 4 his 
mind; | 4 Ho 8 
For through the parks: of rural life Fll . N 
Andi in his pleaſures pau a ſhepherds _ 


With grateful ſemiments with ative will, 
With voice exerted, and enliv'ning {kill, 
His free return of thanks he duely paid, 
And each new w—_ new beams of bounty ſhed. 
r | 
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Awake my lute the ſun begins to riſe; 


My God I'm ready now ! then takes a flight, 


To pureſt PIETY's exalted height; 


From thence his ſoul with heav'n itſelf in view, 


On humble prayers and humble praiſes flew. 
The praiſe as pleaſing and as ſweet the prayer, 


| As incenſe curling up thro morning air, 


' When t'wards the field with early ſteps he trod 


And gaz d around and own'd the works of God; 
Perhaps in ſweet melodious words of praiſe, 2 


Hie drew the proſpect which adorn'd his ways, 
The ſoil but newly viſited with rain, 1 
The river of the Lord with ſpringing grain 
Inlarge, encreaſe the ſoft'ned furrow, bleſt, 


The year with goodneſs crown'd, with beauty dreſt. 


And ſtill to pow'r divine aſcribe it all, 
From whoſe high paths the drops of fatneſs fall; z Z 
Then in the ſong the ſmiling ſights rejoyce, 


And all the mute creation finds a voice; 


WH With 


PARNELL's POEMS, 83 
Awake my tuneful harp awake he crys, 


0 
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With thick returns delightful Ecchos fill, | _ F- 
The paſtur'd green, or ſoft aſcending hill, 3 

Rais'd by the bleatings of unnumb'red ſheep, _— 
To boaſt their glories in the crowds they keep. | x 


And corn that's waving in the weſtern gale, 

With joyful ſound proclaims the cover'd vale. 
When eber his flocks the lovely ſhepherd drove, 

To neighb'ring waters to the neighb'ring grove; 1 

To JORDAN's flood refreſh*d by cooling wind, 

Or CEDRON's brook to moſly banks confin*d, | 

Ih eaſy notes and guiſe of lowly ſwain 
*Twas thus he charm'd and taught the liſtning rain; 


The Lord's my Shepherd bountiful and good, 
I cannot want ſince he provides me food; 


Me for his ſheep along the verdant meads, 
Me all too mean his tender mercy leads; 

Jo taſte the ſprings of life and taſte repoſe 
Wherever living paſture ſweetly grows. 
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And as I cannot want I need not fear, 


Wl For ſtill the preſence of my ſhepherd's near, 
| | Throu gh 
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Through darkſome wales where beaſts of prey re- 


ſort, 


Where death appears s with all his dreadful court, 


His rod and hook direct me when I ſtray, 
He call's to Fold, and they direct my way. 


Perhaps when ſeated on the river's brink, 


He ſaw the tender ſheep at noon-day drink, 


He ſung the land where milk and honey glide 


And a ning ny roll's upon the tide. 


Or fix'd iin the freſhneſs of a ſhade: 
Whoſe boughs diffuſe their leaves around his head 
He borrow'd notions from the kind retreat, 
Then ſung the righteous in their happy ſtate 
And how by providential care, ſucceſs, | 
Shall all their actions in due ſeaſon bleſs. 


So firm they ſtand, ſo beautiful they look, 


As planted trees aſide the purling brook : 
Not faded by the rays that parch the plain, 
Nor careful for the want of dropping rain : 
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But if the flow ry field with vari*d hue, 
And native ſweetneſs entertain'd his view; 
The flow'ry. field with all the glorious throng, 
Of lively colours roſe, to paint his ſong, - 
| Irs pride and fall within the numbers ran 

And ſpake the life of tranſitory man, 


As graſs ariſes by degrees unfeen _ 
To deck the en of earth with lovely green, 
Till Nature's order brings the with'ring days, 
And all the ſummer's beauteous pomp decays Z 
So by degrees unſeen doth man ariſe, 


So blooms by courſe and ſo by courſe he dies. 
Or as her head the gawdy flowret heaves, - 
Spreads to the ſun and boaſts her ſilken leaves ; 
Till accidental winds their glory ſhed, 
And then they fall before the time to fade; 
So man appears, fo falls in all his prime, 
Ere age approaches on the ſteps of time. 


The leaves ſprout forth, the riſing branches ſhoot, 
And ſummer crowns them with the ripen'd fruit, 
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But thee my God ! thee ſtill the ſame we find, 
Thy glory laſting, and thy mercy kind; 

That ſtill the juſt and all his race may know, 
No cauſe to mourn their ſwift account below. 


When! from beneath he H the DR ring ſheep, 
That graz d the level range along the ſteep, 
Then roſe, the wanton ftraglers home to call, 
Before the pearly dews at ev'ning fall ; 

Perhaps hew thoughts the riſing ground ſupply, 
And that employs his mind, which fills his eye. 
From pointed hills, he crys, my wiſhes tend, 
To that great hill from whence ſupports deſcend : 
The Lord's that hill, that place of ſure defence 
My wants obtain their certain help from thence: 
And as large hills projected ſhadows throw, 

To ward the ſun from off the vales below, 5 

Or for their ſafety ſtop the blaſt above, -_ 

That with raw vapours loaded, nightly.rc rove. 

| So ſhall protection oer his ſervants ſpread, 
And I repoſe beneath the ſacred ſhade, — / + 
p= Unhurt 


2 


'To what the thought within the figure bore 4 


And keeps my. goings and my comings in. 
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Unhurt by rage, that like à ſummier's day, 
Deſtroys and ſeorches with impetuous = 3 5 


By waſting ine undepriv d of reſt 


That fall like damps by moon-fhine, on the breaft: 
Here from the mind the proſpects ſeem to wear, 
And leave the couch'd deſign appearing. bare; ; 


And now no more the Shepherd ſings his Hill, 


But ſings the ſovereign Lord's protection ill. 
For as he ſees the night prepar'd to come, 


On wings of e vning he Prepares for home, 1 . 


And in the ſong thus adds a bleſſing more, 


144111 


Eternal goodneſs manifeſtly Kill, - SR 
Preſerve” s My ſoul from each approach, of ill: : a | 


þ FIR? 


End's all my days, as all my days begin, 


* 
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Here think the bau in dts da 0 
And from thy firſt attempt my fancy ceaſe; 
Here bid the ruddy ſhepherd quit the plain, com 
And to the fold return his flocks again? = 5 | 


Go 
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Go leaſt the lyon or the ſnagged bear, 
Thy tender lambs with ſavage hunger tear; 
Tho' neither bear nor lyon match thy might, 


When in their rage they ſtood reveal'd to ſight; 


Go, leaſt thy wanton ſheep returning home, 


Shou'd as they paſs throꝰ doubtful darkneſs roam, 


Go ruddy youth, to Beth'lem turn thy- way, 
On Beth'lem's road conclude the parting day. 


Methinks be goes as s twilight leads the night, 
And ſees the Creſcent riſe with ſilver light, 
His words conſider all the ſparkling ſhow, 
With which the ſtars in golden order glow, 


And what is man, he crys, that thus thy kind 
Thy wond'rous love, has lodg'd him in thy mind ? 


For him they glitter, him the beaſts of prey, 


That ſcare my ſheep, and theſe my ſheep, obey, 
O Lord, our Lord, with how deſery'd a fame, 


Do's earth Fearg the glories of thy name, 


Then as he thus devoutly walks along, 


And finds the road as finiſh'd with the ſong ; | 
PN He 
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He ſings wi lifted hands and lifted eyes, 
Be this my God, an ey? ning ſacrifice, | | 


But now, the Wade the trembling groves, 


OC'er which the whiſper'd breeze ſerenely roves, 
Leave all the courſe of working fancy clear, 


Or only g grace another ſubject here; 


For in my purpoſe new deſigns ariſe, 


Whoſe brightning images engage mine eyes. 
Then here my verſe thy louder accents raiſe, | 
Thy theme thro' lofty paths of glory trace, 
Call forth his honours in imperial throngs 

And Arrive to touch his more exalted ſongs. 


| While yetin humble va les 110 harp he ſtrung, 
While yet he follow'd after Ewes with young; ; 


Eternal wiſdom choſe him for his own, 

And from the flock advanc'd him to the throne; 5 
That there bis upright heart and prudent- hand, 
With more diſtinguiſh'd {kill and high command, 
Might act the ſhepherd in a noble ſphere, 


And take his nation into regal care. Z So 
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He cou'd of mercy then and juſtice ſing, 
Thoſe radiant virtues that adorn a king, = w_ 
That make his reign blaze forth with bright renown, 
th, Beyond thoſe Germs whoſe ſplendourdecks a crown: 
That fixing peace, by temper'd love and fear, 
Make plains abound, and barren mountains e 
To thee to whom theſe attributes belong. 
To thee my God, he cry'd, I ſend my ſong, 
To thee from whom my regal glory came, 
[ ſing the forms in which my court frame; 
Aſſiſt the models of imperfect ſkill, 
O come with ſacred aid, and fix my will. 
A wiſe behaviour in my private ways, 
And all my foul diſpos'd to publick peace, 
Shall daily ſtrive to let my ſubjects ſee, 
A perfect pattern how to live in me. 
Still will I think as ſtill my glories riſe, 


To ſet no wicked thing before mine eyes. | 
a Nor will I chooſe the favourites of ſtate, 1 | 
Among thoſe men that have incur'd thine hate, þ 
. Whoſe vice but —_—_ em ſcandaloully great; 4 | 
N 2 " | | 


Te 
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Tis time, that all whoſe froward rage of heart, 
Wou'd vex my realm, ſhall from my realm depart) 


»Tis time that all whoſe private ſland'ring lye 
Leads judgment falſly, ſhall by judgment dye. 
And time the Great who looſe the reigns to pride, 


Shall with neglect and ſcorn be laid aſide; 


But o'er the tracts that my commands obey, 
T'll ſend my light with ſharp diſarming ray. 
Thro? dark retreats where humble minds abide, 


Thro' ſhades of peace where modeſt tempers hide ; 


To find the good that may ſupport my ſtate, 
And having found them, then to make them oreat, 
My voice ſhall raiſe them from the lonely cell, ; 
With me to govern and with me to dwell. 

My voice ſhall flatt'ry and deceit diſgrace, 

And in their room exulted virtue place; 


That with an early care and ſtedfaſt hand, 1 2 
The wicked periſh from the faithful land. 


When on the throne he ſat in calm repoſe, 
And with a royal hope his Offspring roſe, 


His 
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His prayers anticipating time reveal; 

Their deep concernment for the publick weal ; 
Upon a good forecaſted thought they run, 

For common bleſſings in the king begun: | 
For righteouſneſs and judgment ſtrictly fair, 
Which from the king deſcends upon his heir. 
So when his life and all his labour ceaſe, 


The reign ſucceeding, brings ſucceeding peace, 
So {till the poor ſhall find impartial laws, 
And Orphans ſtill a guardian of their cauſe : 


And ſtern oppreſſion have it's galling yoke, 


And rabid teeth of prey to pieces broke. 
Then wond'ring at the glories of his way, 


His friends ſhall love, his daunted foes obey ; 
For peaceful Commerce neighb'ring kings apply 
And with great preſents court the grand ally. 
For him rich gums ſhall ſweet Arabia bear, 

For him rich Sheba, mines of gold prepare, 
Him Tharſis, him the foreign iſles ſhall greet, 


nd ev'ry nation bend beneath his feet. 
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And thus his honours far extended grow, 
The type of great Meſſiah's reign below. 


But worldly realms that in his accents ſhine, 
Are left beneath the full advanc'd deſign, 
When thoughts of empire in the mind encreaſe 
O'er all the limits that determine place, 
If thus the monarch's riſing fancy move 
To ſearch for more unbounded realms above, 
In which celeſtial courts the king maintains 
And o er the vaſt extent of nature reigns ; 
He then deſcribes in elevated words, 
His Iſrael's ſhepherd, as the Lord of Lords. 
How bright between the Cherubims he ſits 
What dazling luſtre all his throne emits, 
Ho righteous with judgment join'd, ſupport 
The regal ſeat, and dignify the court, 
How faireſt honour and mageſtick ſtate 
The preſence grace, and ſtrength and beauty wait 
What glitt' ring miniſters around him ſtand. 
To fly like winds, or flames at his command. 

"_ How 
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To vail majeſtick light from humane . 
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How ſure the beams on which his palace riſe 
Are ſet in waters rais'd above the ſcies 
How wide the ſkies like outſpread curtains fly 


* 


Or form'd the wide expanded vaults above, 


| Where ſtorms are bounded tho' they ſeem to rove, 


Where fire and hail and vapour ſo fulfil, 

The wiſe intentions of their makers will, 

How well 'tis ſeen the great eternal mind 
Rides on the clouds and walks upon the wind. 


O wond'rous Lord! how bright thy glories ſhine, 


The heav'ns declare, for what they boaſt is thine :. 
And yon blew tract, enrich'd with orbs of light, 


In all it's handy work diſplays thy might! 


Again the monarch touch'd another ſtrain, 
Another province claim'd his verſe again, 
Where goodneſs infinite has fix'd a Sway, 
Whoſe outſtretch'd limits are the bounds of day. 
Beneath this empire of extended air, 

Yer ſtill in reach of Providences care, 


God 
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Sad plac'd the rounded earth with ſtedfaſt hand 
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And bid the baſis ever firmly ſtand ; 
He bid the mountains from confuſion's heaps 


Exalt their ſummits, and aſſume their ſhapes. 


He bid the waters like a garment ſpread, 


Jo form large ſeas, and as he ſpake, they fled, 


His voice, his thunder made the waves obey, 
And forward haſten, till they form'd the ſea ; 
Then leaſt with lawleſs rage the ſurges roar, 

He mark'd their bounds, and girt them in with ſhoar 
He fill'd the land with brooks that trembling ſteal, 
Through winding hills along the flow'ry vale, 
To which the beaſts that graze the vale, retre at 


For cool refreſhings i in the ſummers heat; i= 
While perch'd in leaves upon the tender ſprays | 
The birds around their ſinging voices raiſe, | 
He makes the vapours which he taught to fly, 
Forſake the chambers of the clouds on high, | * 
And golden harveſt rich with ears of grain, 
And Spiry blades of graſs adorn the plain, B 


And 


hoar 
teal, 


at 


ye 


And 


Then roar with hunger's voice, and range abroad 


\ 
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And grapes luxuriant chear the ſoul with wine, 
And ointment ſhed, to make the viſage ſhine. * 7 
Through trunks of trees, fermenting ſap proceeds, 
To feed, and tinge the living boughs it feeds : 


So ſhoots the firr, where airy ſtorks abide, _ 


So cedar Lebanon' s aſpiring pride ; 


' Whoſe birds by God's appointment in their net, 


With green ſurrounded, lye ſecure of rſs... 
Where ſmall encreaſe the barren mountains give 
There kines adapted to the feeding live, 

There flocks of goats in healthy paſtures browſe, 
And in their rocky entrails rabbits houſe. 
Where forreſts thick with ſhrub entangled ſtand, 
Untrod the roads and deſolate the land; 
Theſe cloſe i in coverts hide the beaſts ts prey 
Till heavy darkneſs creeps upon the day, 


And in their method ſeek their meat from God, 
And when the dawning edge of eaſtern air 


Begins to Purple, to their dens repair, | 
0 Man 
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Man next ſucceeding from the ueet repoſe 
Of downy beds, to work appointed goes, 
When firſt the morning ſees the filing ſun, 
He ſees their labours both at once begun, 
And — unn vun! its ns f — | 


+4 + 4 + 


my in 0110 ſupremely wile, 

How well thy gracious ſtore the world ſupplies ! 1 
How all thy creatures on thy goodneſs call 

And that beſtous, a due ſupport for all! 

When from an open band thy favours flow, 
Rich bounty ſtoops to 'Vifit us below; * | 
When from thy hand no more thy favours fiream 
Back to the duſt we turn from whence we came 
And when thy ſpirit gives the vital heat 

A ſure ſucceſſion keeps the KINDS compleat, 
The propogated ſeeds their forms retain, 

And all the face of earth's renew'd : again. 
Thus, as you've ſeen th' effect reveal the catiſe 5 
Is, nature 8 ruler, known i in nature's laws, 


Thus 


Thus 
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Thus ſtill his pow'r is o'er the world diſplay d 


Aud ſtill rejoices in the world he made. 


The Lord he reigns, the king of Han 18 Rias, 


Let nati praiſe, and praiſes learn to ſing. 


My verſes here may y change their ſtile again, 
And trace the Pſalmiſt in another ſtrain. 
Where all his foul the ſoldiers ſpirit warms, 
And to the muſick fits the ſound of arms, 
Where brave diſorder does i in numbers dwell 


And artful number ſpeaks. diſorder well. 


Ariſe my genius and attempt the praiſe 
Of dreaded pow'r and perilous eſſays, 


And where his accents are too nobly great 


Like diſtant ecchos give the faint repeat. 
For who like him with enterprizing pen, 
Can paint the Lord of Hoſts in wrath with men, 


Or with juſt images of tuneful lay 


Set all his terrors in their fierce array? 
He comes The tumult of diſcording ſpheres, 


The quiv'ring ſhocks of earth confels their fears ; 


0 2 Thick 
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Thick ſmoak precede, and blaſts of angry breath | 
That kindle dread devouring flames of death. 


He comes the firmament with diſmal night 
Bows down, and ſeems to fall upon the light, 
The darkling miſts i inrap his head around, 

The waters deluge and the tempeſts ſound, 
While on the cherub's purple wings he flys, 
And plants his black pavilion in the ſkies. 

He comes ! the clouds remove, the rattling hail, 
Diſcending bounds and ſcatters o'er the vale, 


His voice is heard, his thunder ſpeaks his ire, 
His lightning blaſts with blue ſulphurious fire, 

is brandiſh'd bolts with ſwift commiſſion go 
To puniſh man's rebellious acts below. 


His ſtern rebukes lay deepeſt ocean bare 
And ſolid earth by wide eruption tear. 
Then glares the naked gulph with diſmal ray, 
And then the dark foundations ſee the day, | | 
O God! let mercy this thy war aſſwage. | 
Alaſs ! no mortal can ſuſtain thy rage, Þþ , 
Fo pe A While 


nile 


And all in tumult work the trovbled fail! - 


And ] but ſtrive in vain ; my verſe deſcend il 
To leſs aſpiring paths direct thy flight 


Whoſe lines (if ever lines prevail'd ſo far) 
Might pitch the tents, compoſe the ranks anew, 


For thus he ſing the realms that muſt be thine 
And made thee thus confeſs an aid divine. 
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While I but firive the dire effects to tell, 
And on another's words attentive dwell, 


Confuſing paſſions in my boſom roll, 


Remorſe with pity, fear with forrow blend, 


Tho' till the leſs, may more than maich thy might, 
While I to ſecond agents tune the ſtrings, | 
And Iſrael's warrior, Iſrael's battles ſings ; 
Great warrior he, and great to ſing of war, 


To combat ſound, and bring the toil to view. 
O nation moſt ſecurely rais*d in name 
Whoſe fair records he wrote for endleſs fame. 
O nation oft victorious o'er thy foes, 


At once thy conqueſts and thy thanks he ſhews ; 


When 
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When mercy look'd, the waves perceivꝰd its ſway | 
And Iſrael paſs'd the deep divided ſea. | 
When mercy ſpeak it, haughty Pharoah's hoſt, 
And haughty Pharoah by the waves were toſt. 


When mercy led us through the deſart ſand, 
We reach'd the borders of the promis'd land: 


Then all the kings their gather d armies brought, 
And all thoſe kings by mercy's help we fought : 


There with their monarch AMOR's people bleed, 
For God was gracious, and the tribes ſucceed. 
There monſt'rous OGG was fell'd on Baſan's plain 

For God was gracious to-the tribes again. 


At length their yoke the realms of Canaan feel, 
And Iſrael ſings that God is gracious ſtill. 


Nor has the warlike prince alone enroll'd 
The wond'rous fates their fathers did of old, 
His own emblazon'd acts adorn his lays, 
Theſe too may challenge juſt returns of praiſe, 
My God! he crys, my ſureſt rock of might 
My truſt in dangers and my ſhield in fight, 


Thy 


ain 


'hy 


Nor find aſſiſtance but from thee alone; 


No pow'r like thee can thus ſecurely bleſs 
When troops united wou'd arreſt my courſe, 


My moving footſteps are enlarg'd by thee, 


And when my foes forſake the field of fight, 
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Thy matchleſs bounties I with gladneſs own, 


Thy ſtrength is armour, and my path ſucceſs, 


I break their files, and through their order force; 
When in their towns, they keep, my ſiege I form, 
And leap the battlements, and lead the ſtorm ; 
And when in camps abroad intrench'd they lye, 
As ſwift as hinds in chace I bound on high ; 

My ſtrenuous arms thou teacheſt how to kill, 

And ſnap in ſunder temper'd bows of ſteel ; 


And kept from ſnares of planned ambuſh free; 


Then fluſh'd with conqueſt I purſue their flight; 
In vain their fears that almoſt reach deſpair, 

The trembling wretches from mine anger bear ; 
As ſwift as fear briſk warmth of conqueſt goes, 
And at my feet dejects the wounded foes ; 3 
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\ 1 For help they call, but find their helper's gone, 
6 For God's againſt them, and I drive them on: 
As whirling duſt in airy tumult fly, 

L | Before the tempeſt that involves the ſky ; 

ji | And in my rage's unavoided ſway, | 

| I tread their necks like abject heaps of clay. 


C ; = c a a ; . ; 7 
The warriour thus in ſong his deeds expreſs d 
Nor vainly boaſted what he but confeſs'd, 


While warlike actions were proclaim'd abroad, 
That all their praiſes, ſhou'd refer to God. 


And here to make this bright deſign ariſe 
In fairer ſplendor to the nation's eyes, 
From private valour he converts his lays, 
1 For yet the publick claim'd attempts of praiſe, 
| | And publick conqueſts where they jointly fought, 
i ; Thus ſtand recorded by reflecting —__ ; | 
0 ; | Gad ſent his Samuel from his holy ſeat WH 
j To bear the promiſe of my future ſtate, | 1 | 
And I rejoicing ſee the tribes fulfil, .,. | 
The promis'd purpoſe of almighty will; 1 
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Subjected 


ght, 
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Subjected n ſireet Samaria' s plain, 


And Succeth's valleys have confeſs'd my reign ; 


Remoter Gilead's hilly tracts obey, 

Manaſſeh's parted ſands accept my ſway; 

Strong Ephraim's ſons, and Ephraim's ports E 
mine, | 

And mine the throne of princely Judah' 8 Tin? ; 


Then ſince my people with my ſtandard go, 
To bring the ſtrength of adverſe empire low : 


Let Moab's ſoil to vile ſubjection brought, 

With groans declare how well our ranks have 
fought; | | 

Let vanquiſh'd Edom bow its Vithibled head, 


And tell how pompous on its pride I tread ; 


And now Philiſtia with thy conqu' ring hoſt, 
Diſmaid and broke, of conquer'd Iſrael boaſt ; 
But if a Seir or Rabbah, yet remain 
On Johemaan's Hill, or Amon's plain, 
Lead forth our armies Lord, regard our prayer, 
Lead Lord of battles and we'll conquer there ; 
P As 
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As this the warrior ſpake, his heart aroſe, 
And thus with grateful turn perform'd the cloſe ; 


/ 


Though men to men their beſt aſſiſtance lend, 


Yet men alohe will but in vain befriend, 


Through God we work exploits of high renown, 


Tis God that treads our great oppoſers down. 


Hear now the praiſe of well diſputed fields, 


The beſt return victorious honour yields; &c 


Tis common good reſtorꝰd, when lovely peace, 


Is, Join'd with righteouſneſs in ſtrict embrace; 


Hear all ye victors what your ſword ſecures, 


Hear all you nations for the cauſe is yours ; 


And when the joyful trumpets loudly ſound, 


N When groaning captives in their ranks are bound; 

1 When pillars lift the bloody plumes i in air, 

J | And broken ſhafts and batter'd armour bear, 

y When painted 8 acts of war relate, 

| When flow proceſlion's'pemips-auginent the Rate, 

410 When famerelates their worth among the throng, 

1 Thus take from 3 their triumphant ſong; | 
000 


ds 


es 


g 


Oh | 


Your ſacred Pſalm within his dwelling raiſe, 


And burns the ſhatter*d chariots in the Fire, 


Now may the tender youth in goodneſs rite, 
Beneath the guidance of their parents eyes, 
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Oh clap your hands together, Oh rejoice, 
In God with melody's exalted voice, 


And for a pure oblation offer praiſe, 
For the rich goodneſs plentifully ſhews, 


He proſpers our deſign upon our foes. 


Then hither all ye nations hither run, 


Behold the wonders which the Lord has done, 


Behold with what a mind, the heap of ſlain, 
He ſpreads the ſanguine ſurface of the plain, 
He makes the wars that mad confuſion hur! 'd, 
Be ſpent in victories, and leave the world. 

He breaks the bended bows, the ſpears of Ire, 


And bids the realms be ſtill, the tumult ceaſe, : 
And know the Lord of war, for Lord of peace; 


As tall young poplars when the rangers nigh, 


To watch their riſings leaſt they ſhoot awry. 
„ Now 
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Now may the beauteous Daughters bred with care, 
In modeſt rules and pious acts of fear; 

Like poliſh 'd corners of the Temple be, 

So bright, ſo ſpotleſs, and ſo fit for thee. 

Now may the various ſeaſons bleſs the ſoil, 

And plenteous Gard'ners pay the Ploughman's toil 

Now ſheep and kine upon the flow'ry meads, 

Encreaſe in thouſands and ten thouſand heads, 


And now no more the found of grief complains, 


For thoſe that fall in fight, or hve in chains; 
Here when the bleſſings are proclaim'd aloud, 
Join all the voices of the thankful crowd, 

Let all that feel them thus confeſscheir part, 
Thus own their worth with one united heart ; 
Happy the realm which God vouchſafes to bleſs 
With all the glories of a bright ſucceſs ! 


And happy thrice the realm if thus he pleaſe, | 
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To crown thoſe glories with the ſweets of eaſe, 


From warfare finiſh'd on a chain of thought, 
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To bright attempts of future rapture wrought ; 


re, 


il 


Yet 


And Chriſt's bleſt empire ſeen by ſure preſage. 
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Yet ſtronger, yet thy pinnions ſtronger raiſe, 
Oh fancy reigning in the pow'r of lays. 

For Sion's Hill thine airy courſes hold, 
Twas there thy David Prophecy'd of old, 


And there devout in contemplation ſit, 


In holy viſion and extatick fit. 


: Methinks I of to fo! the charm begin, 
Now ſweet contentment tunes my ſoul within, 
No wond'rous ſoft ariſing muſick plays, 


And now full ſounds upon the ſenſe encreaſe; 


Fit David's Lyre, his artful fingers move, 

To court the ſpirit from the realms above, 

And pleas'd to come where holineſs attends, 

The courted ſpirit from above deſcends. 

Hence on the Lyre and voice new graces reſt, 
And bright Prophetick forms enlarge the breaſt ; 


Hence firm decrees his myſtick Hymns relate, 


Affix d in Heav'ns adamantine gate, 
The glories of the moſt important age, 


When 
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When in a diſtant view with inward eyes, 


He ſees the Son decending from the ſkies, 

To take the ſorm of Man for Mankind's ſake, 
Tis thus he makes the great Meſſiah ſpake, 
It is not Father blood of bullocks ſlain, 

Can cleanſe the Wprld from univerſal ſtain, 
Such Off'rings are not here requir'd by thee, 


But point at mine, and leave the work for me ; 


To perfect which, as Servants ears they drill, 


In ſign of op'ning to their Maſters will, 
32 open mine, and have me bear, 
My ſign of Miniſtry the body there. Sond 
Prophetick volumes of our ſtate aſſign, 


The worlds redemption as an act of mine, | 
And lo with chearful and obedient heart, 
I come my father to perform my part, , 


So ſpake the Son, and left his throng above, 
When wings to bear him were prepar'd by love, 
When with their Monarch on the great deſcent, - 
Sweet humbleneſs and gentle patience went, 1 

5 


Fair 


X 
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| | Fair ſiſters both, both pleſs'd in his eſteem, 


Fair 


And both appointed here to wait on him. 


But now before the Prophet's raviſh'd eyes, 
Succeeding Proſpects of his Life ariſe, 
And here he teaches all the world to ſing, _ 


Thoſe ſtrains in which the nation own'd him King. | 


When boughs as at an holy feaſt they bear, 
To ſhew the Godhead manifeſted there ; 
And garments as a mark of glory ſtrow'd, 
Declar'd a Prince proclaim'd upon the road, 
This day the Lord hath made we will employ,” 
In ſongs he crys, and conſecrate to joy. 
Hoſahnah Lord, Hoſannah, ſhed thy peace, 
Hoſannah long expecting nations grace, 

Oh, bleſs'd in honour's height triumphant thou, 
That waſt to come, Oh bleſs thy people now. 


Twere eaſy dwelling here with fix d delight, 
And much the ſweet engagement of the ſight; 
But fleeting viſions each on other throng, 

And change the muſick and demand the ſong, 


b Ah! 
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Ah! muſick chang'd by ſadly moving ſhow, 
Ah! ſong demanded in exceſs of woe 

For what was all the gracious Saviour's ſtay, 
Whulſt here he trod in Life's encumber'd Ways 
But troubled patience, perſecuted breath, 
Neglected ſorrows, and afflifting death, 


Approach ye ſinners, think the garden ſhews, 
His bloody ſweat of full ariſing throes, 


Approach his grief, and hear him thus complain | 


Through David's perſon, and in David's ſtr ain, 


Oh fave me God, thy floods about me roll, 
Thy wrath divine hath overflow'd my ſoul, 
I] come at length where riſing waters drown, 
And ſin in deep affliction deeply down. 
Deceitful ſnares to bring me to the dead, 
Lye ready plac'd in ev'ry path I tread ; 

And Hell itſelf, with all that Hell contains, 


Of fiends accurs'd, and dreadful change of pains ; 


To daunt firm will, and croſs the good Ws 
| With ſtrong temptations faſten on the mind; 


Such 
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The trouble's near in which my life will end, 


But none is near that will aſſiſtance lend; — —- 
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Such grief fuck ſorrows i in amazing view, 25 


Diſtracted fears aud heavineſs purſue. 
Ve ſages deeply read in human frame, 


The paſſions cauſes, and their wild extream, 
Where mov'd an object more oppos d to bliſs, 
What other agony-cou'd —_— his? 


The muſick till proceeds with „ airs, 
And ſpeaks the dangers, as it ſpeaks the fears. 
Oh ſacred Preſence from the ſon withd lraun, 
Oh God my father whither art chou gone? 

Oh muſt my ſoul bewail tormenting pain, 
And all my words of anguiſh fall in vain ? CE 


Like Baſan's bulls my foes againſt me throng, 
So proud, inhuman, numberleſs, and ſtrong, 


Like deſart lyons on their prey th ey go, 
So much their fierce deſire of blood they ſhew ': 
As ploughers wound the ground, they tore my back 


And long deep furrows manifeſt the track. 


ch 


* hey pierc d my tender hands, my tender feet, ; 
And caus'd ſharp pangs, where nerves in numbers 


meet; | a 
Rich ſtreams of life, forſake my rended veins 

And fall like water ſpill'd upon the plains; 

My bones that us'd in hollow ſeats to cloſe, 
Disjoint with anguiſh of convulſive throes; 

My mourning heart is melted in my frame 

As wax diſſolving runs before a flame, 


My ftrength dries up, my fleſh the moiſture leavess 


And on my tongue my clammy palate cleaves. 
Alaſs! I thirſt, alaſs ! for drink I call 


For drink they give me vinegar and gall. 
To ſportful game the ſavage ſoldiers go 
And for my veſture on my veſture throw ; 
While all deride who ſee me thus forlorn 
And ſhoot their lips and ſhake their heads in ſcorn, 
And with deſpiteful jeſt, behold, they cry 

The great peculiar darling of the ſky, 
He truſted God wou'd ſave his foul from oe 
Now God may have him if he loves him ſb. 


But 
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But to the duſt of death by quick decay 


I come, Oo Father, be not long away. | 
And was it thus the prince ' of life was lain! 5 


And was it thus he dy'd for worthleſs men ? * 


Yes bleſſed Jeſus! thus in ev Ty line 
Theſe ſuff rings which the Prophet ſpake \ were thine; 
Come chriſtian to the corps, in ſpirit come, 
And with true ſigns of grief ſurround the tomb. 
Upon the threſhold ſtone let fin be lain, 
Such ſacrifice will beſt avenge his pain. 4 
Bring thither then repentance, ſighs and tears, 
Bring mortify'd deſires, bring holy fears ; | 
And earneſt pray'r expreſs d from thoughts thatroll 
Through broken mind, and groanings of the ſoul, 
Theſe ſcatter on his hearſe; and fo prepare 
Thoſe obſequies the Jews deny'd him there, 
While in your hearts the flames of love may burn, 
To dreſs the vault, like lamps ini ſacred urn. | 
There oft my ſoul in ſugh a grateful way, 


Thine humbleſt homage which the your pay; 
2 — . But 
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But David ſtrikes the ſounding chords anew, 
And to thy firſt deſign recals thy view y; 72 
From life to death, from death to life he flies "ES 
And ſtill purſues his object in his eyes. 

And here recounts in more enliven'd ſong 

The ſacred Preſence, not abſented long. 

The fleſh not ſuffer'd in the grave to dwell; 
The ſoul not ſuffer d to remain in hell; 

But as the conqueror fatigu'd in war, 

With hot purſiit of enemies afar, 

Reclines to drink the torrent gliding by, 

Then lifts his looks to repoſſeſs the ſky, 

So bow'd the Son in life's uneaſy road, 

With anxious toil, and thorny danger ſtrew d; 
So bow'd the ſon but not to find relief, 

But taſte the deep imbitter'd floods of grief; 

So when he taſted theſe he rais'd his head, 
And leſt the-ſabled manſions of the dead, 
Ere mould'ring time, conſum'd the bones away, 
Or flow corruption's. worms had work'd decay, 


Here 


ere 
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| Here faith's foundations, all the ſoul employ - 


With ſpringing graces, ſpringing beams of joy, 
Then paus'd the voice where nature's ſeen to pars 


And for a time ſuſpend mer ancient laws. 


i hence ariſing : as. the glories riſe, 
That muſt advance above the lofty ſkies, 
He runs with prightly fingers o'er the Lyre, 


And fills new ſongs with new celeſtial fire: 


In which he ſhews by fair deſcription's ray, 


The Chriſt's Aſcention, to the realms of day; 


When Juſtice pleas'd with life already paid, 
Unbends her brows, and ſheaths her angry blade; 
And meditates rewards and will reftore, 


What mercy wood him to forſake before. 
When on a cloud with gilded edge of light, 


He roſe above the reach of human ſight, 
And met the pomp that hung aloft in air 


To make his honours more exceeding fair. 
See, cries the prophet, how the chariots wait 


To bear him upwards in triumphant ſtate. 
| = By 
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By twenty thouſands in unnumber'd throng, | 


And Angels draw the glitt'ring ranks along. 
The Lord amongſt them fits in glory dreſs'd 
Nor more the Preſence Sinai mount confeſt. 
And now the chariots have begun to fly, 

The triumph moves, the Lord aſcends on high, 
And Sin and Satan, us'd to captive men, 


Are dragg'd for captives in his ample train ; 


While as he goes ſeraphick circles ſing 


The wond'rous conqueſt of their wond'rous king, | 
With ſhouts of joy their heav'nly voices raiſe, | 


And with ſhrill trumpets manifeſt his praiſe 
From ſuch a point of ſuch exceeding height 
A while my verſes ſtoop their airy __ 


And ſeem for reſt on Olivet to breath, 


And charge the two that ſtand i in white beneath,” 

That as the move and' join the moving rear 

Within their honour'd hands aloft they bear 

The crown of thorns, the croſs on which he dy'd, 

The nails that RY his limbs, the ſpear his fide ; 
7 | Z Then 


en 
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Then where kind mercy 1. the thunder by, 
Where Peace has hung great Michael” s arms on high, 
Let theſe adorn his magazine above 

And hang the trophies of victorious love. 

Leaſt man by ſuperſtitious mind entic'd 

Shou d idolize Whatever touch'd the Chriſt, 


But ſtill the Prophet in the ſpirit ſoars 


To new Jeruſalem's imperial doors; 
There ſees and hears the bleſs'd angelick throng, | 
There feels their muſick, and records their ſong : 
Or with the viſion warm'd, attempts to write, 
For thoſe 8 of native light, . 


And teaches harmony's diſtinguiſh'd parts, 


In ſweet reſpondence of united hearts 

For thus without might warbling angels ſing, 
Their courſe containing on the flutter'd wing, 
Eternal gates ! your ſtately portals rear, 


Eternal gates! your ways of joy prepare, 


The king of glory for admittance ſtays, 
He comes, he'll enter, O prepare your ways; 
| Then 
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Then bright arch-angels that attend the wall, 

Might thus upon the beauteous order call; 

Ye fellow miniſters that now proclaim 

Your king of glory, tell his awful name. 

Hi At which the beauteous order will accord, 
And ſound of ſolemn notes pronounce the Lord, 
The Lord endew'd with ng, renown d for 

| might, | | 

With fpoils returning * the finiſh'd fight. =: 

Again with Lays they charm the ſacred gates, 
And graces double while the ſong repeats, 


Again within the ſacred guardians ſing, 
And aſk the name of their victorious king, 
And then again the Lord's the name rebounds 


From tongue to 3 catch'd up in frequent rounds. 


— — 
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p — — — 


/ 


New thrones and} pow'rs appear, to lift the gate, 
And David ſtill purſues their enter'd ſtate, 
Oh prophet ! father! whither woudſt thou fly | * 


Oh myſtick Iſrael 8 chariot for the ſky, 
| Thou 


or 
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Thou ſacred ſpirit ! what a wond'rous height, 
By thee ſupported, ſoars his airy flight ! 
For glimpſe of Majeſty divine is brought, 
Among the ſhifted proſpects of the thought; 
Dread ſacred ſight! I dare not gaze for fear, 


But fit beneath the ſingers feet and hear, 
And hold each ſound that interrupts the mind, 


Thus in a calm by pow'r of verſe confin'd. 


Ye dreadful miniſters of God, diſpleas'd, 
Send blaſting tempeſts, be no longer rais*d : 
Ye deep mouth'd thunders leave your direful groan, 
Nor roll in hollow clouds around the throne, 


| The ſtill ſmall voice, more juſtly will expreſs, 


How great Jehovah did the Lord addreſs. 

And you bright feather'd choirs of endleſs peace, 

A while from tuneful Hallelujahs ceaſe, 

A while ſtand fix'd with deep attentive care, 

You'll have the time to ſing for ever there. 

The royal prophet will the ſilence break, 

And in his words almighty goodneſs ſpeak. == 
1 He 
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He ſpake (and ſmil'd to ſee the buſineſs done,) . 
Thou art, my firſt my great begotten ſon; 8 , 
Here on tlie right of Majeſty fit down, 


Enjoy thy conqueſt and receive thy crown, 
| While I thy worſhip and renown compleat, 
| And make thy foes the foot-ſtool of thy feet, 


My ſacred Sion be reſerv'd for thee. 
From thence thy peaceful rod of pow * extend, 


T 
f 
Is 
For I'll pronounce the long reſoly'd decree, 7 
B 
T 
From thence thy meſſenger of mercy ſend, R 


And teach thy vanquiſh'd enemies to bow, — | B. 

And rule where Hell has fix d an empire now. T 

Then ready nations to their rightful king, TP 

The free-will off rings of their hearts ſhall bring. R. 

In holy beauties for acceptance dreſs'd, | WM bh 

And ready nations be with pardon bleſs'd ; as A 

| Mean while thy dawn of truth begins the day, = 
| Enlightened ſubjects ſhall encreaſe thy ſway, Ar 
| With ſuch a ſplendid and unnumber'd train, 1 
| As dews in morning fill the graſſy plain. W 
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This by myſelf I ſwore the great intent, 
Has paſt my ſanction and I can't repent ; 
Thou art a king and prieſt of peace below, 
Like Salem's monarch and for ever ſo. 
Aſk what thou wilt, 'tis thine, the gentiles claim, 
For thy poſſeſſion take the world's extream, 
The kings ſhall rage, the parties ſtrive in vain, 
By perſecuting rage to break thy reign ; 

Thou art my Chriſt and they that ſtill can be, 

| Rebellious ſubjects, be deſtroy'd by thee. 

Bring like the Potter to ſevere decay, 

Thy worthleſs creatures, found in humble clay, 
Then hear ye monarchs, and ye judges hear, | 
Rejoice with trembling, ſerve the Lord with fear, 
In his commands with ſigns of homage move, 
And kiſs the gracious offers of his love, 1 
. ſurely periſh if his anger flame, 

And only they be bleſs d that bleſs his name. 
Thus does the Chriſt in David's anthems ſhine, 
With full magnificence of art divine, 
2 R 2 1 
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Then on his ſubject gifts of grace beſtow, - 
And ſpread his Image on their hearts below, 

As when our earthly kings receive the globe, 
The ſacred unction and the purple robe, 7 2 
And mount the throne with golden glory crown n'd, 
They ſcatter medals of themſelves around ; 
There heav'nly ſingers clap their vary'd wings, 
And lead the choir of all created things, 
Relate his glory's everlaſting prime, 
His fame continu'd with the length of time, 
While e're the Sun ſhall dart a gilded beam, 
Or changing Moons diffuſe the ſilver'd gleam, 
Where ere the waves of rolling ocean ſent, 
Encompaſs land with arms of wide extent. i 
Hail full of mercy ready nations cry 535 
Hail for ever, ever bleſs'd on high! 
Hail, Oh for ever on thy beauteous throne! 


Thou Lord that workeſt wond'rous things rag | 


Still let thy glory to the world appear, 
And all the riches of thy goodneſs hear. 


But 


it 


PARNELI's POEMS, 125 
But thou fair Church in whom he fixes love, 
Thou queen accepted of the prince above ; 

Behold him fairer than the ſons of men, 
Embrace his offer*d heart, and ſhare his reign; 


In Moſes's laws they bred thy tender years, 


But now to new commands incline thine ears, 


Forget thy people, bear no more in mind, 
Thy Father's houſhold, for thy ſpouſe is kind. 
Within thy ſoul let vain affections „ 
Him only worſhip, and with him comply. 

So ſhall thy ſpouſe's heart with thine agree, 
So ſhall his fervour ſtill encreaſe for thee, 

Come while he calls ſupremely favour'd queen, 


In heav'nly glories dreſs thy ſoul within; 


With pious actions to the throne be brought, 


In cloſe connection of the virtues wrought, 


Let theſe around thee for a garment ſhine, _ 
And be the work to make them pleaſing, thine: 


Come lovely queen advance with ſtately port, 
8 good * ſhall compleat thy court, 


With 
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With joyful ſouls their joyful entrance ſing, a 
And fill the palace of your gracious king, In 
What tho' thy Moſes and the prophets ceaſe, I At 
What tho' the Prieſthood leaves the ſettled race, An 
The Father's place their offspring well ſupplies, Th 
When at thy ſpouſe's Miniſtry they riſe, _ Bid 
When thy bleſs'd houſhold on his orders go, Int 
And rule for him where'er he reigns below. Th 
Come Queen exalted come my laſting ſong, Th 
To future ages ſhall thy fame prolong. An 
The joyful nations ſhall thy praiſe proclaim, 8 
And for their ſafety crowd beneath thy name. " 
Oh bounteous Saviour! ſtill thy mercy kind, Tis 
Still what thy David ſung, thy ſervants find, 5 
Still why thy David ſung thy ſervants ſee, 
From thee ſent down, and ſent again to thee, 
They ſee the words of thanks and love divine, D* 
6 5 1 The 
In ſtrains myſterious intermingl'd ſhine, = 
As ſweet and rich unite in coſtly waves, - . 
When purling gold the purpled webb receives, Wi 


And 


. 


{ 
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And ſtill the Church he ſhadow'd hears the l, 


In daily ſervice as an aid to praiſe. 


- 


At theſe her temper good devotion warms, 


And mounts aloft with more engaging charms. 
Then as ſhe ſtrives to reach the lofty ſky, $5 
Bids gratitude aſſiſt her will to fly; 

In theſe our gratitude becomes on fire, 

Then feels it's flames improv'd by ſtrong deſire, 
Then feels deſire in eager wiſhes move, 

And wiſh determine in the point of love. 


Such hymns to regulate and ſuch to raiſe, 
Approach ye ſounding inſtruments of praiſe. 
Tis fit you tune for him whoſe holy love, 
In wiſh aſpiring to the choir above, 5 
And fond to practice e're his time to go, 
Devoutly call'd you to the choir below, 


There where he plac d you, with your ſolemn ſound, 


For Gods high glory fill the ſacred ground, 
And there and ev'ry where his wond'rous name, 
Within his firmament of pow'r proclaim. 


Soft | 
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Soft pleaſing lutes with eaſy met move, 
To touch the ſentiments of Heav'nly love, 


Aſſiſt the Lyre and voice to tell the charms, 


That gently ſtole him from the Father's arms; 
Gay trembling Timbrels us'd with airs of mirth, 


Aſſiſt the loud Hoſannah rais'd on earth, 
When on an Aſs he meekly rides along, 
And multitudes ere heard within the ſong: 
Full- tenor'd Pſalt'ry join the doleful part, 
In which his agony poſſeſt his heart; 

And ſeem to feel thyſelf, and ſeem to ſhew, 
Ariſing heavineſs and ſigns of woe. 
Sonorous organ at his paſſion moan, 


And utter forth thy ſympathizing groan, 
In big flow murmurs anxious ſorrow ſpeak, 


While melancholy winds thine entrails ſhake. 
As when he ſuffer'd, with complaining found, 
The ſtorms in vaulted caverns ſhook the ground ; 
Swift chearful cymbals give an airy ſtrain, 
When having bravely broke the doubled chain, 


Of 
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Of Death and Hell, he left the conquer d grave, 
And roſe to viſit thoſe he dy d to ſavee. 
And as he mounts in ſong and Angels ſing, 

With grand proceſſion their returning king, 
Triumphant trumpets raiſe their notes on high, 
And make them ſeem to mount, and ſeem tofly. | 
Then all at once conſpire to praiſe the Lord, 

In muſick's full conſent, and juſt accord: 

Ye ſons of art in ſuch melodious way, 

Conclude the ſervice which you join to pay, 
While nations ſing Amen, and yet again, 

Hold forth the pov nn Og ud Amen. 


Here has my fancy gone ak e David leads, 
Now ſoftly pacing o' er the graf meads, 
Now nobly mounting where the monarchs rear, 
| The gilded ſpires of palaces i in air, : 
Now ſhooting thence upon the level fight, 
To dreadful dangers, and the toils of fight, 
Anon with utmoſt ſtretch aſcending far, 


e che region. of the fartheſt ſtar 1 „ 
8 Ae 


As ſharpeſt ſighted eagles tow'ring fly, 


To weather their broad fails in open ſky, 
At length on wings half clos'd ſlide gently down, f 
And one attempt ſhall all my labours crown. 0 
In other's verſe the reſt be better ſhewn, , 
But this is more, or ſhould be more, thine own. F 
If then the ſpirit that ſupports my lines, = © 
Have prov'd unequal to my large deſigns, A 
Let others riſe from earthly paſſion's dream, © | T 
By me provok'd to vindicate the theme. £4184 
Let others round the world in rapture rove, 

Or with ſtrong feathers fan the breeze above, 
Or walk the duſtcy ſhades of death, and dive || ©* 
Down Hell's abyſs, and mount again alive. W 4 iu 
But Oh my God! may theſe unartful rhimes, 1 
In ſober words of woe bemoan my crimes. 1 
Tis fit the ſorrows I for ever vent, An 
For what I never can enough repent; bs 
| Tis fit, and David ſhews the moving way, s 
'| ot 


And with his pray'r inſtructs my ſoul to pray, 
5 N | Then Ant 


hen 
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Then ſince thy guilt i is more than match'd by me, 


And ſince my troubles ſhou'd with thine agree, 
O Muſe to glories in affliction born!!! 


May thine humility my foul adorn. 
For humbleſt prayers are moſt affecting ſtrains; 


As Mines lye rich in lowly planted veins, 

Such aid I want to render mercy kind, 

And ſuch an aid as here I want I find : 

Thy weeping accents in my numbers run, 
Ah thought! ah voice of inward dole begun! 


My God, whoſe anger is appeas'd by tears, 
Bow gently down thy mercy's gracious ear, 
With many tongues my ſins for juſtice call, 
But mercy's ears are manifold for all. 

Thoſe ſweet celeſtial windows open wide, 
And in full ſtreams let ſoft compaſſion glide, 
There waſh my ſoul and cleanſe it yet again, 
O th*roughly cleanſe it from the guilty. ſtain, 
For I my life with inward anguiſh ſee, 


And all its wretchedneſs confeſs to thee. 
S - _ 
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The large Inditen nt ſtands before my view, 
Drawn forth by conſcience, moſt amazing true, 
And fill'd with ſecrets hid from human eye, 
When fooliſh man, thy God ſtood witneſs by. 
Then Oh, thou majeſty divinely great, 
Accept the ſad confeſſions I repeat, 

Which clear thy juſtice to the world below, 


Shou'd diſmal ſentence doom my ſoul to woe. 


And from the womb to lightſome life convey 'd, 
Curs'd ſin began to take unhappy root, 
And thro' my veins it's early fibres ſhoot ; 
And then what goodneſs did'ſt thou ſhew, to kill 
The riſing weeds, and principles of ill; 
When to my breaſt in fair celeſtial flame, 
Eternal truth and lovely wiſdom came, 
Bright gift by ſimple nature never got, 
But here reveal'd to change the antient blot. 


Continue 18 for « fil thine aid I want, 5 
And 


When in the ſilent womb my ſhape was made, W 


This wond'rous help which mercy pleas'd to grant, 
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And as the men whom leproſies invade, 
Or they that touch the carcaſe of the dead, 


| With Hyſop ſprinkled and by water clean'd, 
| Their former pureneſs in the law regain'd. 


So purge my ſoul diſeas'd alaſs ! within, 
And, much polluted with dead works of fin. 
For ſuch bleſs'd. favours at thine hand I ſue, 
Be grace thine Hyſop and thy water too. : 
Then ſhall my whiteneſs for perfection vie, 

With blanching ſnows that newly leave the ſky. 
Thus through my mind thy voice of gladneſs ſend, 


Thus ſpeak the joyful word, I will be clean'd ; 
| That all my ſtrength conſum'd with mournful pain, 


May by thy ſaving health rejoice again: 
And now no more my foul offences ſee, 
Oh turn from theſe, but turn thee not from me, 
Or leaſt they make me too deform'd a ſight, 

Oh, blot them with oblivion's endleſs night. | 
Then further pureneſs to thy ſervant grant, | 
Another heart, or change in this, I want. 


Create 


- a — ec nee pom es 
— — — 


1344 PARNELL's POEMS. 


Create another, 0 or the chain create, 
For now my vile corruption i is ſo great, 
It ſeems a new creation to reſtore, 
It's fall'n eſtate to what it was before. 
Renew my ſpirit, raging in my breaſt, 
And all it's paſſions in their courſe arreſt, 
Or turn their motions, widely gone aſtray, 
And fix their footſteps in thy righteous way. 
When this is granted, when again I'm whole, 
Oh ne'er withdraw thy preſence from my ſoul : 
There let it ſhine, ſo let me bereſtor'd, 
To preſent joy which conſcious hopes afford. 


[ There kt it ſweetly ſhine, and o'er my breaſt, |} | 
| Diffuſe the dawning of eternal reſt; | 
| Then ſhall the wicked this compaſſion ſee, | 7 
| And learn thy worſhip and thy works from me. "MW 2 
| For I to ſuch occaſions of thy praiſe = | 

| Will tune my lyre, and conſecrate my lays. $1 


Unſeal my lips where guilt and ſhame have hung, 1 
To ſtop the paſſage of my grateful tongue, . 
1 | And 


> 
| 
i 
| 
.'f 
| 
Ft 
| 
Þ 
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And let my prayer and ſong aſcend, my prayer 
Here join'd with ſaints, my ſong with angels there; 
Yet neither prayer I'd give, nor ſongs alone, 

If either off rings were as much thy own : _ 

But thine's the contrite ſpirit, thine's an heart, | 
Oppreſs'd with forrow, broke with inward ſmart z I | 
That at thy footſtool in confeſſion ſhews, II 
How well its faults, how well the Judge it . 3 
That ſin with ſober reſolution flies, 

This gift thy mercy never will deſpiſe. 

Then in my ſoul a myſtick alter rear, ä 

And ſuch a ſacrifice I'll offer there ; . 

There ſhall it ſtand in vows of virtue bound, 
There falling tears ſhall waſh it all around; 5 

And ſharp remorſe, yet ſharper edg'd by woe, 
Deſerv'd and fear'd, inflict the bleeding blow "Ye | 
There ſhall my thoughts to holy breathings fly 
Inſtead of incenſe to perfume the ſky, 
And thence*my willing heart aſpires above, = 
A victim panting in the flames of love. [| 
| 9 OLO 1 ON. | 
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SOLOMON. 
S thro” the Pſalms from theme to theme bo 
A _ chang'd, 71 
Methinks like Eve in Paradice I rang'd ; 
And ev'ry grace of ſong I ſeem'd to ſee, 
As the gay pride of ev'ry ſeaſon, ſhe 
She gently treading all the walks around, 
Admir'd the ſpringing beauties of the ground, 
The lilly gliſt'ring with the morning dew, 
The roſe in red, the violet in blew, _ | 4 
The pink in pale, the bells in purple rows, 
And tulips colour'd in a thouſand ſhows : 
Then here and there perhaps ſhe pull'd a flow'r 
To ſtrew with moſs, and paint her leafy bow” i 


Aud here and there, like her I went along, 
Choſe a bright ſtrain, and bid it deck my _ 


HY But now the ſacred So leaves mine eye, 
l | Crown'd as he was, I think he mounts on high, 
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Ere this Devotion bore his heav'nly pſalms, 
And now himſelf bears up his harp and palms, 
Go faint triumphant, leave the changing Os 
So fitted out, you ſuit the realms of light; 

But let thy glorious robe at parting go, 
Thoſe realms have robes of more b is ; 
It flies, it falls, the flutt'ring ſilk I ſee, 
Thy ſon has caught it and he ſings like thee, 
With ſuch election of a theme divine, 
And ſuch ſweet grace, as conquers all but thine. 


Hence ev'ry writer o'er the fabled ſtreams, 
Where frolick fancies ſport with idle dreams ; 
Or round the ſight enchanted clouds diſpoſe, 

| Whence wanton cupids ſhoot with gilded bows, 
A nobler writer, ſtrains more-brightly wrought, 
Themes more exulted, fill my wond'ring thought : 
The parted ſkies are track'd with flames above, 
As love deſcends to meet aſcending loye 3... 

The ſeaſons flour Ur where the ſpouſes meet, 


6 And earth in 8 dens ſpreads beneath their feet; 
Hh * 8 This 


A : 


And winds falute it with a | balmy wing, 


/ 
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This freſh-bloom proſpect in the boſom throngs, 
When Solomon begins his ſong of ſongs, 


_ Bids the rap'd foul to Lebanon repair, 


And lays the ſcenes of all his action there, ; 
Where as he wrote, and from the bow'r ſurvey d 


The fcenting groves, or anſw*'ring knots he made, 


His ſacred art the ſights of nature brings, 
Beyond their uſe, to figure heav'nly things. 


Great ſon of God ! Shots goſpel pleas d to throw 


Round thy rich glory, veils of earthly ſhow, 


Who made the vineyard, oft thy church deſign, 
Who made the marriage-feaſt a type of thine, 
Aſſiſt my verſes which attempt to trace | | 
The ſhadow'd beauties of celeſtial grace, 

And with illapſes of feraphick fire 

Thework which pleas'dthee once, once more inſpire. 


Look, or illuſion” 8 airy viſions draw, ” 
Or now I walk the gardens which 1 ſaw, ; 
Where ſilver waters feed a flow riog ſpring, 


4 


There 
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There on a bank, whoſe ſhades directly riſe 
To ſcreen the ſun, and not exclude the ſkies, 
There ſits the ſacred church; methinks I view 
The ſpouſe's aſpect and her enſigns too. 
Her face has features where the virtues reign, 
Her hands the book of ſacred love contain, 
A light (truth's emblem) on her boſom ſhines 
And at her ſide the meekeſt lamb reclines : 
And oft on heav'nly lectures in the book, 
And oft on heav*n itſelf, ſhe caſt a look, 
Sweet, humble, fervent zeal that works within 


At length burſts forth, and raptures thus begin. 


3 


Let Him, that Him my ſoul adores above, 
In cloſe communions breath his holy love; 
For theſe bleſs'd words his pleaſing lips impart, 425 
Beyond all cordials, chear the fainting heart. 

As rich and ſweet, the precious ointments ſtream, 
So rich thy graces flow, ſo ſweet thy name 
Diffuſes ſacred Joy ; tis hence we find 
Affection rais'd in ev'ry virgin mind, 


"2 . For 


> 
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For this we come, the daughters here and I, 
Still draw we forward, and behold I fly, 

J fly through mercy,” when my king invites, 
To tread his chambers of ſincere delights, 


There, join'd by myſtick union, I rejoice, 


Exalt my temper, and enlarge my voice, 
And celebrate thy joys, ſupremely more 
Than earthly bliſs ; thus upright hearts adore. 


— N 
— no. Tc 97; —— 
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| | Nor you ye maids, who breath of Salem's air, 
Nor you refuſe that I conduct you there, 


0 | Dark as Jam, I ſhine with beams of grace, 


1 As the black tents, where Iſmael's line abides | 
|| With glitt'ring trophies dreſs their inward fides 
— Oras thy curtains, Solomon, are ſeen, 

Whoſe plaits conceal a golden throne within. 


| Twere wrong to judge me by the carnal ſight, 
: And yet my viſage was by nature white, . 
But fiery ſuns which perſecute the meek, 


Found me abroad, and ſcorch'd my roſy cheek. 
The 


| i | Tho' clouding darkneſs hath eclips'd my face 
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The world, my brethren, they were angry grown, 
They made me dreſs a vineyard not my own, 
Among their rites, (their vines) Ilearn'd to dwell, 


And in the mean employ my beauty fell ; 


By frailty loſt, I gave my labour o'er 


Ard my own vineyard grew deform'd the more. 


Behold I turn, O ſay my ſoul's deſire, 

Where dos't thou feed thy flock and where retire 
To reſt that flock, when noon-tide heats ariſe ? 
Shepherd of Iſrael, teach my dubious eyes 

To guide me right, for why ſhou'd thine abide 
Where wand'ring ſhepherds turn their flocks aſide; 


So ſpake the church and ſigh'd, a purple light 
Sprung forth, the Godhead ſtood reveal'd to ſight; 
And heav'n and nature ſmil'd; as white as ſnow 
His ſeamleſs veſture looſely fell below, 

Sedate and pleas'd he nodded, round his head 

The pointed glory ſhook, and thus he ſaid 

If thou the lovelieſt of the beauteous kind, 

If thou canſt want thy ſhepherd's walk to find, 
A 5 n | | Go 
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'Go by the foot-ſteps where my flocks have trod, A 


My ſaints obedient to the laws of God, 180 
Go where their tents my teaching ſervants rear, T 
And feed the kids, thy young believers there. Br 
Shou'd thus my flocks increaſe, my fair delight, Nt 
 Iview their numbers, and compare the fight FIT 


To Pharaoh's Horſes, when they take the field, 
Beat plains to duſt, and make the nations yield. 


With rows of gems, thy comely cheeks deck, (81 
And chains of pendant gold o'erflow thy neck, Al 
For ſo like gems the riches of my _ Tt 
And ſo deſcending glory, chears thy face: WE 
Gay bridal robes a flow'ring filver ſtrows, = 6 
Bright gold engralling on the border glowwðs. Ar 
W 

He ſpake, ha ſouſe admiring heard the ound, 114 
Then meekly bending on the ſacred ground, 1 


| 
þ She cries, Oh projet to my raviſh'd breaſt, 
This ſweet communion is an inward feaſt, 
There ſits the king, while all around our heads, Th 


* His grace, my * pleaſing odours ſneds Th 
| | by About Ani 


at 
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About my ſoul, his holy comfort flies, 

So cloſely treaſur di in the boſom lies | 
The bundled myrrhe ſo ſweet the ſcented gale 5 2 
Breaths all En-gedi's aromatick vale, _ 

Now ſays the king, my love, I ſee thee fair, 

Thiae eyes for mildneſs » with the dove“ 5 be 


No, thou, 1 4, art efair, the 3 replies. 
(Since all my beauties but from thee ariſe,). . 
All fair, all pleaſant, theſe communions ſhevw. 
Thy councels pleaſant, and thy comforts ſo. 
And as at marriage feaſts they ſtrow the flow*rs, 
With nuptial chaplets hang the ſummer bow? rs, 
And make the rooms of ſmelling cedars fine, 
Where the fond bridegroom and the bride recline; "6 
I dreſs my ſoul, with ſuch exceeding care, 
With ſuch, with more, to court thy preſence chere. 


Well haſt thou prais'd, be ſays, the Sharon roſe 
Through flow ry fields a pleaſi ng odour throws, 
The valley: lillies raviſh'd' ſenſe regale, | 
And with pure whiteneſs paint their humble vale ; 


. Such 
— 1 ; 
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Such names of ſweetneſs are thy lover's due, 
And thou my love, be thou a lilly tat 

A lilly ſet in thorns ; for all ſee, | 

All other daughters are as thorns to thee.” 


Then ſhe ; the trees that pleaſing apples yield, 


Surpaſs the barren trees that cloath the field, 


So you furpaſs the ſons with worth divine, 
So ſhade, and fruit as well as ſhade, is thine, Ä 
I ſat me down, and ſaw thy branches ſpread, 2 


And green protection flouriſh o'er my head, 
I ſaw thy fruit, the ſoul's celeſtial food, | 

I pull'd, T taſted, and J found it _ 
Hence in the ſpirit to the bliſsful ſeats,” 


Where love, to feaſt, myſteriouſly retreats, 


He led me forth, I ſaw the banner rear, 


And love was penciPd for the motto there. 
Prophets and teachers, in your care combine, = 
Stay me with apples, comfort me with vine, 5 


* cordial 5 of Joys above, 


> 3 


a” 


Fo: 
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Ah! while my tongue reveals my fond d efire; | 


His hands ſupport, me, leaſt my life expire, 


As round a child the parent's arms are plac'd 


This holds the head, aud that enfolds the waiſt, 


Here I the church, and kean'd her be 
head 1 5 | 5 

Bent down with j joy, when 1 the lover ſaid 

Behold, ye daughters of the realm of peace 

She ſleeps, at leaſt her thoughts of ſorrow. ceaſe. 

Now, by the bounding roes, the ſkipping fawns, 

Near the cool brooks, or o'er the graſſy — 

By all the tender innocents that rove, | 

Your hourly char ges in my ſacred grove, 

Guard the dear charge, from each approach of us 

I wou'd not have her wake, but when ſhe will. 


So reſt the church and ſpouſe, my verſes 'Y . 


Appear to languiſh with the flames you ſhew, 


And pauſing reſt; but not the pauſe be long, 
For ſtill thy Solomon purſues the ſong. DAE... 
End Yr a Then 
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Then keep the place in view; let ſyyeets more rare 
Than earth produces, fill the purpled air; 

Let ſomething ſolemn overſpread the green 
Which ſeems to tell us, here the Lord has been: 
But let the virgin ſtill in proſpect ſhine, 

And other ſtrains of her's, enliven mine. 5 
She wakes, ſhe riſes; bid the whiſp'ring breeze 
More ſoftly whiſper, 'in the waving trees, . 

Or fall with ſilent awe; bid all around, 

Before the church's voice, abate their ſound, 
While thus her ſhadowy ſtrains attempt to ſhew 
A future advent of the ſpouſe below. 


Hark ! my beloved's voice | behold him too F- 
Behold him coming in the diſtant view, | 
No clamh' ring mountains make my lover ſtay, 
(For what are. mountains, in a lover's way 75 N 
Leaping he comes, how like the nimble roe 


He runs the paths his prophets us'd to ſnew! ; 1 
And now he looks from yon partition wall, | « 
Built till he comes —— tis only then to fall, 1 


And 
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And now he's nearer in the promiſe ſeen, 


Too faint the ſight — tis with a glaſs between; 


From hence I hear him as a lover ſpeak, 
Who near a window, calls a fair to wake. 


Attend ye virgins, while the words that trace 
An opening ſpring, deſign the day of grace, 
Hark ! or I dream, or elſe I hear him ſay, 
Ariſe my love, my fair one, come away, 

For now the tempeſts of thy winter end, 
Thick rains no more in heavy drops deſcend, 
Sweet painted flow'rs, their ſilken leaves uncloſe, 
And dreſs the face of earth with vari d ſhows, 
In the green wood the ſinging birds renew, 
Their chirping notes, the ſilver turtles coo: 
The trees that yield the fig, already ſhoot, 
And knit their bloſſoms for their early fruit, 
With fragrant ſcents, the vines refreſh the day, 
Ariſe my dove, my fair one come away. 

O come my dove, for ſake thy cloſe retreat, 
For cloſe in ſafety haſt thou fix*d thy ſeat, 
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As fearful pidgeons in dark clefts abide, 

And ſafe the clefts their tender charges hide. 

Now let thy looks with modeſt guiſe appear, 
Now let thy voice ſalute my longing ear, 

For in thy looks an humble mind I ſee, | 

Prayer forms thy voice, and both are ſweet to me. 
To fave the bloomings of my vineyard, haſte, 
Which foxes, (falſe deluding teachers) waſte ; 
Walch well their haunts, and catch the foxes there, 
Our grapes are tender and demand the care. 

Thus ſpeaks my love: ſurprizing love divine! 

I thus am his, he thus for ever _..--.. 
And till he comes, I find a preſence ſtill, 
Where ſouls attentive ſerve his holy will, 
Where down in vales unſpotted lillies grow, 
White types of innocence, in humble ſhow. 
O 'till the ſpicy breath of heav'nly day, 
Till all thy ſhadows fleet before thy ray, 
Turn my beloved with thy comforts here, 
Turn in thy promiſe, in thy grace appear, 

| Nor 
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Nor let ſuch ſwiftneſs in the roes be ſhown = 
To fave themſelves, as thou to chear thine own, 


Turn like the nimble harts that lightly bound 


Before the ſtretches of the fleeteſt hound, 


Skim the plaia chace of lofty Bether's head, 
And make the mountain, wonder if they tread. 


But long expectance of a bliſs delay*'d 


Breeds anxious doubt, and tempts the ſacred maid, 


Then miſts ariſing ſtrait repel the light, 

The colour'd garden lies diſguis'ꝰd with night, 

A pale-horn'd creſcent leads a glimm'ring throng, 
And groans of abſence jarr within the ſong. 


By night, ſhecries, a night, which blots themind, 
I ſeek the lover, whom I fail to find, 
When on my couch compos'd to thought I lie, 
I ſearch, and vainly ſearch with reaſon's eye ; 
Riſe fondly riſe, thy preſent ſearch give o'er 
And aſk if others know thy lover more. 


Dark asit is, I riſe, the moon that ſhines, 


Shows by the gleam, the city's outward lines, 


I range 
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I range the wan'dring road, the winding ſtreet | ( 

And aſk, but aſk in vain, of all I meet, J! 

Till, toil'd with ev'ry diſappointing place 

My ſteps the guardians of the temple trace, V 
Whom thus my wiſh accoſts, ye ſacred guides, II 

Ye prophets, tell me where my love recides? - a 


*T was wellI queſtion'd, ſcarce I paſs'd them by, 
Ere my rais'd ſoul perceives my lover nigh : 


And have I found thee, found my joy divine ? - 

How faſt i'll hold thee, *till I make thee mine. A 

My mother waits thee, thither thou repair, 1 

Long waiting Iſrael wants thy preſence there. le 

The lover ſmiles to ſee the virgn's pain, F. 

The miſts roll off, and quit the flow'ry plain. R 

Yes, there I come, he ſays, thy ſorrow ceaſe, A 

| And guard her, daughters of the realms of peace, T 

i By all the bounding roes and ſkipping fawns, * 

| | Near the cool brooks, or o'er the graſſy lawns, 1 

By all the tender innocents that rove, ry 

| Your hour] ly charges, in my ſacred grove, ” 
WE Guard 
0 + 


a 


ard 


PARNELLDs POEMS, 151 
Guard the deb charge, 80 0 each approach of ill, 
Ill have her feel my comforts, while ſhe will. 

Here hand in hand with chearful heart they go, 
When wand' ring Salem, ſees the ſolemn ſhow, | 


Dreams the rich pomp, of Solomon again, 
And thus her daughters ſing the approaching ſcene; 


Who from the deſart, where the waving clouds 
High Sinai pierces, comes involv'd with crowds ? 
For Sion's hill her ſober pace ſhe bends, 

As grateful incence from the Dome aſcends. 
It ſeems the ſweets from all Arabia ſhed, 
Curl at her ſide, and hover o'er her head. 
For her the king prepares a bed of ſtate, 
Round the rich bed her guards in order wait, 
All myſtick Iirael's ſons, tis there they quel 


The foes within, the foes without repel. 


The guard his miniſtry, their ſwords of fight 
His facred laws, her preſent ſtate of night. 5 
He forms a chariot too to bring her there, ; 


Not the cary'd frame of Solomon s ſo fair ; 
| | | Sweet 
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Sweet ſinells the chariot as the temple ſtood, 
The fragrant cedar lent them both, the . Is 


High wreaths of ſilver'd columns prop. the door, 


Fine gold entraiPd, adorns the figur d floor, 


Deep fringing. purple hangs the roof above, 


And ſilk embroid ry paints the midſt with love, 


| Go forth ye daughters, Sion's daughters go, 
A greater Solomon exalts the ſhow, 


If crown'd with gold, and by the queen beſtow! a, 


To grace his nuptials, Jacob's monarch rode; 

A crown of glory from the king divine, be 
To grace theſe nuptials, makes the Saviour ſhine 
While the ble(s*d pair, expreſs'd in emblem ride, 


' Metliah Sol mon, his chureh dhe bride. | 


Ye kind 1 Wh its le ohh wond” ring eyes. | 
Saw the grand cu; hat you. ſaid ſuffice, | 


You ſung the lover with a !oud acclaim 8 


The lover's fondneſs longs to ſing the dame. 
He ſpeaks, admiring nature. ſtands around 


And learns new muſick, while it hears the 3 
Behold 


Id 
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Behold, my love, how ub thy beauties ſhow, | 


Behold how more, how moſt extremely ſo! 
How till to me thy conſtant e eyes incline, 


1 ſee the turtle 's when I gaze on thine, © 


Sweet through the lids they ſhine with modeſt care) 


And ſweet and modeſt is a virgin 's air. 


Hou bright thy locks! how well their number paints : 


The great aſſemblies of my lovely faints ! 


So bright the kids, ſo numerouſly fed, 


Graze the green top of lofty Gilead's head; 
All Gilead's head a fleecy whiteneſs clouds, 
And the rich maſter glory's in the crowds. 


How pure thy teeth ! for equal order made, | 


Fach anſw ring each, whilſt all the publick aid, 


Theſe lovely graces in my church I find, 


This candour, order, and accorded mind: 
Thus when the ſeaſon bids the ſhepherd lave 
His ſheep new ſhorn, within the chryſtal wave, 


Waſh'd they return, in ſuch unſully'd white, 


Thus march by pairs, and in the flock unite. ' 


x How 
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How pleaſe thy lips adorn d with native red ! 
Art vainly mocks them 1 in the ſcarlet thread ! 
But if they part, what muſick wafts the air! 
So ſweet thy praiſes, and ſo ſoft thy Prayer. 
If through thy looſen'd curls with honeſt ſhame 
Thy lovely TEMPLE'S fine complexion flame, 
Whatever crimſon Granate bloſſoms ſhow, 

*T was never theirs, ſo much to pleaſe, and 2 
But what' $ thy neck, the poliſh' d form I ſee! 
Whoſe iv'ty ftrength ſapports thine eyes to me; 
Fair type of firmneſs when my ſaints aſpire 

The facred confidence that lifts deſire, 

As David's turret on ſtately frame 
Upheld it's — ring ſhields of fame. 
And what thy breaſts! they ſtill demand my lay 5, 
What image wakes to charm me whilit I gaze? 
Two lovely mountains each exactly round, 
Tuo lovely mountains with the lilly crown'd, 
While two twin roes, and each on either bred, 
Feed in the lilies of the mountain's head, 


Let 


Let this reſemblance, ſpotleſs virtues ſhow, 


Farewel my virgin, *till the break of does. | 
Swift for the hills of ſpice and gums I fly, | 


My Love, my ſpotleſs, ſtill I find thee fair. 
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And in ſuch lillies feed my young below. 
But now farewel 'till night's dark ſhades decay, 


To breath ſuch ſweets as ſcent a purer ſky, 
Yet as I leave thee, ſtill, above compare, 


Here reſt celeſtial maid, for if he go, 

Nor will he part, nor is the promiſe ſlow, 

Nor flow my fancy move; diſpel the ſhade, _ 
Charm forth the morning and relieve the maid. 
Ariſe fair ſun, the church attends to ſee 

The ſun of righteouſneſs ariſe in thee z 

Ariſe fair Sun, and bid the church adore, | 

"Tis then he'll court her, whom he prais'd before. 
As thus ! ſing, it ſhines, there ſcems a ſound 

Of plumes in air, and feet upon the ground, 


I ſee their meeting, ſee the flow'ry ſcene 


And hear the myſtick love purſu'd again. 
: R2 Now 
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Now to the mount whoſę ſpice perfumes the day, 
- ?TisI invite thee, come my pole away, 

Come, leave thy Lebanon, is ought we ſee 
In all thy Lebanon, compar'd to me ? 
Nor tow'rd thy Canaan turn with wiſhful ſight, 
From Hermon's, Shenir's, and Amana's height ; 
There dwells the leopard, there aſſaults the bear, 
This world has ills, and ſuch may find thee there. 


My ſpouſe, my ſiſter, O thy wond'rous art, 


Won by one eye, my raviſh'd heart is gone, 


For all thy ſeeing guides conſent as one. 


For all thy members one bleſs d union ties. 
My ſpouſe, my ſiſter, O the charm to pleaſe, 
When love repaid, returns my boſom eaſe! 
Strongly thy love, and ſtrongly wines reſtore, 


Sweetly thine ointments, (all thy virtues) ſmell, 
| Not alter ſpices pleaſe thy king ſo well. 


Which through my boſom drew my raviſh'd heart! 


Drawn by one chain which round thy body plies | 


But wines muſt yield, thy love enflames me more. 


How 


/ 
/ 
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Beneath thy tongue 
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How ſofc thy dodtrine on thy lips reſides! = | 
From thoſe two combs the dropping honey glideny 


All pure without as all within ſincere, 


I find it honey there. 


Ah while thy graces thus around thee ſhine, 
The charms of Lebanon muſt yield to thine ! 
His ſpring, his garden, ev'ry ſcented tree, 
My ſpouſe, my ſiſter all I find in thee. 

Thee for myſelf I fence, I ſhut, I ſeal, 
Myſterious ſpring, myſterious garden, bail ! 

A ſpring, a font, where heav'nly waters flow, 
A grove, a garden, where the graces grow. 
There rife my fruits, my cyprus, and my firr, 
My ſaffron, ſpikenard, Cinnamon and Myrrhe ; 
Perpetual fountains for their uſe abound, 


And ſtreams of favour feed the living ground. 


Scarce ſpake the Chriſt, when thus the church 
replies 
(And ſpread her arms where cer the ſpirit flies.) 
Ye cooling northern gales, who freſhly ſhake 
My balmy reeds, ye northern gales awake. 
Fw 
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And thou the regent of the ſouthern ſky, 


O ſoft inſpiring o'er my garden fly, 


Unlock and waft my ſweets, that ev*ry grace 


In all it's heav'nly life regale the place. 


If thus a paradice, thy garden prove, 
*T were beſt prepar'd to entertain my love, 


And that the pleaſing truits may pleaſe the more, 


O think my proffer, was = gift before. 


At this, the 3 cries, behold me near, 
My ſpouſe, my ſiſter, O behold me here, 
To gather fruits, I come at thy requeſt, | 
And pleas'd my ſoul accepts the ſolemn feaſt ; 
IJ gather myrrhe with ſpice to ſcent the treat, 
My virgin-honey with the combs I eat, 

I drink my ſweet'ning milk, my lively wine, 
(Theſe words of pleaſure mean thy 4 divine) 
To ſhare my bliſs, my good elect I call, 

The church (my garden) muſt include them all; 
Now fit and banquet, now belov'd you ſee 


VM hat giſts I love, and Moy theſe fruits with me; 


O might 


r 
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O might this ſweet communion ever laſt ! 
But with the ſun the ſweet communion paſt, 
The Saviour parts, and on oblivion's breaſt _ 
Benumb'd and flumb*ring lies the church to reſt, 
Paſs the ſweet allies while the duſk abides, 

Seek the fair lodge in which the maid reſides, 
Then, fancy, ſeek the maid, at night again 4 
The Chriſt will come, but come's, alaſs in vain, | 


1 ſleep ſhe ſays, and yet my heart awakes, 

(There's ſtill ſome feeling while the lover ſpeaks) 
With what fond fervour from without he cries! _ 
Ariſe my love, my undefil'd ariſe, 

IMy dove, my ſiſter, cold the dews alight, 
And fill my treſſes with the drops of night 
Alaſs I'm all unrob'd, I waſh'd my feet, 

| Prafted lumber, and I find it ſweet. 


As thus my words refuſe, he ſlips his hands 


Vhere the clos'd latch my cruel door commands, 


ne; That, tho deny'd, ſa, perſevering kind 
ight ho long denies a perſeyering mind? 


From 
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From my wak*d foul my Nothful temper flies 


The guards have found me 


Dividing teachers theſe ; who wrong my name, 
Rend my long vail, and caſt me bare to ſhame, , 
But you, ye daughters of the realm of reſt, 


If ever pity mov*d a virgin breaſt, 
Tell my belov'd how languiſhing I lie, 
How love has brought me near the point to dye, 9 
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My bowels yearn, I riſe, my love, Iriſe, 


I find the latch thy fingers touch'd before, 


Thy ſmelling myrrhe comes dropping off the door, 
hat! haſt thou left 


Now where's my love ? 
the place? „ 
O, to my ſoul, repeat thy words of grace, 
Speak in the dark, my love; I ſeek thee round 
And vainiy ſeek thee ?till thou wilt be found. 


What no return? I own my folly paſt, 
1I lay too liſtleſs; ; ſpeak my love at laſt. 


are ye * J 


indeed | 
Who ſmite the ſad, who make the feeble bleed 3 F | 
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And what beloy'd j is this you wou'd have found, 
Say Salem's daughters, as they flock d around ; 2 
What wond' rous thing! ? .what charm beyond com- 

„ ns 
or. Say what's thy lover, faireſt o'er the irt 2 
left His face is white and ruddy, ſhe replies 
So mercy join'd to juſtice, temper's dyes z 
His lofty ſtature, where a Myriad ſhine 
I O'ertops, and ſpeaks a majeſty divine. 
Fair honour crown's his head, the raven-black . | 
In buſhy curlings, flows adown his back. 
Sparkling his eyes, with full proportion plac'd, 
ds | White like the milk, and with a mildneſs grac dt 


As the ſiveet doves, when eber they fondly play 
4 ? By running waters in a glitt ring day. 
„ Within his breath, what pleaſing ſweetneſs grows ! 
2. *Tis ſpice'exhal'd, and mingl'd on the roſe, 
Within his words, what grace with goodneſs meets! 
o beds of lillies drop willi balmy ſweets. 
What rings of eaſtern price his finger hold ! ' | 
e. | Golddecks the fingers, Beryl decks the gold 1 
Andj : M0 — _ 
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His * ry ſhape adorns a coſtly veſt, 
Work paints the ſkirts, and gems inrich the breaſt 


His limbs beneath, his ſhining ſandals caſe 
Like n columns on a a golden baſe. 


| Nor boaſt he uct where the cedar tree 
Perfumes our realm, ſuch num'rous ſweets as he. 
O lovely all! what cou'd my king require 
To make his preſence, | more the world's deſire? 
And now ye maids if ſuch a friend you know, 
'Tis lach my longings look to find below. 


| While thns her fiend, the ſpouſe” 8 Anthems ſing, 
Deck'd with the Thummim, crown'd a ſacred king, 
The Daughter” 8 hearts, the fine deſcription drew, 
And thatwhich rals 'd their wonder, aſk” d their view, 


Then where, they cry, thou fret o'er the fair,, 
Where goes thy lover, tell the virgins where ? 
What flow'ring walks invite his ſteps aſide ? 
We'll help to ſeek him, let thoſe walks be try'd. | 

EP + £13 | The 
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*T'was that he promis d, chere, ſhe cries, he went, 


O 'tis my. height of love, that I am his! 
O he is mine, and that's my height of bliſs! 4 
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The ſpouſe revolving; here, the grand deſcent, 


He keeps à garden where the ſpices breath, 
It's bow'ring borders kiſs the vale beneath, 

'Tis there he gathers lilljes, there he dwells, .. IS 
And binds his flow'rets to unite their ſmells, - Ly 


Deſcend my virgins, well I know the place, 15 
He feeds in lillies, that's a ſpotleſs race. f . 


At dawning day, the bridegroom leave? 8 abow r. 
And here he water” 3 there he prop's a flow” . 
When the kind damſel, ſpring of heav only fame, 


With Salem's daughters to the garden came. 


Then thus his love the bridegroom's words repeat 
(The ſmelling borders lent them both a TER . 
O great as Tirzah! twas a regal place pies 
O fair as Salem! 'tis the realm of peace, 7 190 
Whoſe aſpect, awful to the wond' ring eye, 05 
Appears like armies when the banners Ups. ; 

* 2ö? ́ DN turn 


164 PARNELTLs POEMS. 
O turn my ſiſter, C0) my beauteous bride, 
Thy face overcomes me, turn that face a, 
How bright thy r how well their number | 
paint 8 


The great aſſemblies of my lovely ſaints, 

So bright the kids, ſo numerouſly . 

Graze the green wealth of lofty Gilead's head. 

How pure thy teeth ! 'for equal order made 

Each anſw'ring each, while all the publick aid, 

As when the ſeaſon bids the ſhepherd lave 

His ſheep.new ſhorn within the filver wave, | = 
Waſh'd they return in ſnch unſully'd white J. 
So march by pairs, and in the flock unite. \ 
How ſweet thy temples ! not pomegranates know | \ 
With equal modeſt look to pleaſe and glow. \ 


If Solomon his life of pleaſure leads, - +. 
With wives in numbers, and unnumbered maids, ith 
In other paths, my life of pleaſure ſhewn, A 


Admits my love, my undefil'd alone, 
Thy mother Iſrael, ſhe the dame who bore 


Her choice, my dove, my — owns no more; A 
= The 


he 
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The Gentile queens, at thy appearance, cry 


Hail queen of nations ! hail, the maids reply, 


And thus they ſing thy praiſe: what heav'nly dame 


Springs like the morning with a purple flame ? 
What riſes like the morn with ſilver light! ? - 
What like the ſun aſſiſts the world with ſight ? 7 
Yet awful ſtill, tho thus ſerenely kind _ 
Like hoſts with enſigns rattling in the wind. 

I grant 1 left thy ſight, I ſeem'd to go, 
But was I abſent when you fancy'd ſo? 
Down to my garden, all my planted wa 2 
Where nuts their ground i in underwood conceal, 
Where blown-pomegranates, there I went to ſee 
What knitting bloſſoms, white the bearing tree, 
View the green buds, recall the wand'ring ſhoots, 
Smell my gay flow'rets, taſte my flavour'd fruits, 


I Raiſe the curl'd vine, refreſh the ſpicy beds, 


And j Joy for e ev'ry grace, my garden ſheds, 


The Saviour here, and here the church ariſe, 
And am I thus reſpected, thus ſhe cries ! 
„ I mount 
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I mount for heav'n tranſported on the winds, _ 
My flying chariot's drawn by willing minds. 


As rap'd with comfort thus the maid withdrew, 


The waiting daughters wonder'd where ſhe flew, 


And O!] return, they cry, for thee we burn, 

O maid of Salem, Salem's ſelf return. 

And what's in Salem's maid we covet —_ 
Hear all ye nations — tis your bliſs below; 
That glorious viſion by the patriarch ſeen, 


When ſky-born beauties march'd the ſcented green, 


There the met ſaints, and meeting angels came, 
Two lamps of God, Mahanaim was the name. 


Again the maid reviews her ſacred ground, 
Solemn ſhe ſits, the damſels ſing around, 


O princes daughter! how with ſhining ſhow 
Thy golden ſhoes prepare thy feet below ! 
How firm thy joints ! what temple-work can be 
With all it's gems and art preferr'd to thee ? 


In 
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In thee, to feed thy lover's faithful race, 
Still flow the riches of abounding grace, 
Pure, large, refreſhing, as the waters fall 
From the carv*d navels of the ciſtern-wall. 
In thee the lover finds his race divine, 

You teem with numbers, they with virtues ſhine; 
So wheat with lillies, if their heaps unite, 

The wheat's unnumb'red and the lillies white, 
Like tender roes thy breaſts appear above, 

Two types of innocence and twins of love. 
Like Iv'ry turrets ſeems thy neck to rear, 

O ſacred emblem, upright, firm and fair! 

As Heſhbon pools, which with. a ſilver ſtate 
Diffufe their waters at their city gate, 
For ever ſo thy virgin eyes remain, 

So clear within, and ſo without ſerene. 

As thro” ſweet Firr the royal turret ſhews, 
Whence Lebanon ſurveys a realm of foes, 

So thro' thy lovely curls appear thy face 

To watch thy foes, and guard thy faithful race. 
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The richeſt colours flow ry Carmel wears, 

Red fillets croſs'd with purple braid thy hairs; 
Vet. not more ſtrictly theſe thy locks reſtrain 
Than thou thy king with ſtrong affections chain, 
When from his palace he enjoys thy ſight, | 
O love, O beauty, form'd for all delight ! 

Srait is thy goodly ſtature, firm, and high, 

As palms aſpiring in the brighter ſky ; 

Thy breaſts the cluſter, (if thoſe breaſts we view 
As late for beauty, now for profit too.) 


Woo'd to thine arms, thoſe arms that oft extend. 


In the kind poſture of a waiting friend, 

Each maid of Salem cries, I'll mount the tree, 
Hold the broad branches, and depend on thee. 

O more than grapes, thy fruit delights the maids, 
Thy pleaſing breath excels the [Citron ſhades, 

Thy mouth exceeds rich wine, the words that go 


From thoſe ſweet lips, with more refreſhment flow, 


Their pow'rful graces flumb'ring ſouls awake 
And cauſe the dead that hear thy voice-to ſpeak. 


"Ton 
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This anthem ſung, the glorious ſpouſe aroſe, 


Vet thus inſtructs the daughters ere ſhe goes. 


If ought, my damtels in the ſpouſe ye find 
Deſerving praiſes, think the lover kind : 
To my belov'd theſe marriage robes 1 owe, 


Tm his deſire, and he wou'd have it ſo. 


Scarce ſpake the ſpouſe, but ſee the lover near, 
Her humble temper brought the 2reſence here, 
Then rais'd by grace, and ſtrongly warm'd by love, 
No ſecond Languor lets her Lord remove, : 
She flies to meet him, zeal ſupplies the wings, 
And thus her haſte to work his will ſhe ſings; ; 
Come my beloved, to the fields repair, 

Come where another ſpot demands our care, 


There in the village we'll to reſt recline, 


Mean as it is I try to make it thine. | 
When the firſt rays their cheariug crimſon ſhed, 
We'll riſe betimes to ſee the Vineyard ſpread, 


See Vines luxuriant verdur'd leaves duplay, 


Supporting Tendrils curling all the way, 
1 | OL. See 
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See young unpurpled Grapes in cluſters grow, | 
And imell Pomegranate bloſſoms as they blow. 
There will I give my loves, employ my care, 
And as my labours thrive, approve me there : 
| Scarce have we paſs'd my gate the ſcent we meet, a 
N My covering Jeſſamine diffuſe a ſweet, _ f 
* My ſpicy flow*rets mingled as they fly, 0 
With doubling odours crowd a balmy ſky. 11 
| - 
1 


| Now all the fruits which crown the ſeaſon view, 
Theſe nearer Fruits are old, and thoſe are new, : 
And theſe, and all of e ev'ry loaded tree, 
My love I gather and reſerve for thee. 


| If then thy ſpouſe's labour pleaſe thee well, L 
Oh ! like my brethren with thy Siſter dwell ; 6 

| No blameleſs maid, whoſe fond careſſes meet, 

| | An Infant-brother in the publick ſtreet, ” 


| : Clings to it's lips with leſs reſerve than I, 
| Wou'd hang on thine where'er I found thee nigh : 
No ſhame wou'd make me fr om thy fide remove, O1 
No danger make me not confeſsthy le. ||, 
Strait 


ut 
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Strait to my Mother's houſe, thine Iſrael ſhe, 
(And thou my Monarch wou'dſt arrive with me,) 
*T'is there Pd lead thee, where I mean to ſtay, 


Till thou, by her, inſtruc my Soul to pray; 


There ſhal't thou prove my virtues, drink my Wine, 
And feel my joy to find me wholly thine. 
Oh! while my ſoul were ſick thro' fond deſire, 
Thine hands ſhou'd hold me leaſt my life expire, 
As round a child the Parent's arms are plac'd, 
This holds the head, and that enfolds the waiſt, 


So caſt thy cares on me the lover cry'd, 
Lean to my boſom, lean my lovely Bride, 
And now ye danghters of the realm of bliſs 
Let nothing diſcompoſe a love like this; 

But guard her reſt from each approach of ill, 
| caus'd her Languor, guard her while ſhe will, 


Here pauſe the lines, but ſoon the lines renew, 
Once more the pair celeſtial, come to view 


Ah! ſeek them once, my ravih'd fancy, more 


And then thy ſongs of Solomon are o'er : 


FA. | : By 
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By yon green bank purſue their orb of light, 
The Sun ſhines out, but ſhines not half ſo bright. 
See Salem's maids in white attend the King, 
They greet the Spouſes—hark to what they ſing. 


Who from the Deſart, where the wand'ring clouds 
High Sinai pierces, comes invol'd with crowds ? 
?Tis ſhe, the Spouſe, Oh! favour'd o'er the reſt ! 
| Who walks reclin'd by ſuch a lover's breaſt. 


The Spouſe rejoicing heard the kind ſalute, 


And thus addreſs'd him—all the reſt were mute. 


Beneath the law, our goodly parent tree, 

I went my much belov'd in ſearch of thee, 
For thee, like one in pangs of travail ſtrove, 
Hence, none may wonder if I gain thy love. 
Bs ſeals their pictures to the wax impart, 
So let my picture ſtamp thy gentle heart, 
As fix*d the Signets on our hands remain, 


So fix me thine, and ne'er to part again; 


F or love, is ſtrong as Death, whene'er they ſtrike, 


Alike imperious, vainly check'd alike, 


4 But 
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But dread to looſe, love mix'd with jealous dread ! . 


As ſoon the marble Tomb reſign the dead, 

It's fatal arrows fiery-pointed fall, 

The fire intenſe, and thine the moſt of all ; * 

To ſlack the points no chilling floods are found, 

Nay ſhou'd afflictions roll like floods around, 

Were wealth of nations offer'd, all wou'd prove, 

Too ſmall a danger, or a price for love. 

If chen with love, this world of worth agree 

With ſoft regard our little Siſter ſee, 

How far unapt as yet, like maids that own, 

No rcaſt's at all, or Breaſts but hardly grown, 

Her part of Proſelyte is ſcarce a part, 

Too much a Gentile at her erring heart, 

Her day draws nearer, what have we to do, 

Leaſt ſhe be aſk'd, and prove unworthy too? 
Deſpair not Spouſe, he cries, we'll find the means, 

Her good beginnings aſk the greater pains. 

Let her but ſtand, ſhe thrives; a wall too low 
Is not rejected for the ſtanding ſo; 

SE EY Wha 
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What falls is only loſt, we'll build her high, 


Till the rich palace glitters :n the ſky. 


The Door that's weak, (what need we ſpare the coſt ?) 
If tis a door; we need not think it loſt ; 


The Leaves ſhe brings us, if thoſe Leaves be good, 


We'll cloſe in Cedar' s uncorrupting wood. 


Rap'd with the news, the Gals converts her eyes, 2 
And Oh! companions, to the maids ſhe cries; 
What joys are ours to hail the nuptial day - 

Which calls our Siſter ?—Hark I hear her ſay, 


Yes I'm a wall, lo! ſhe that boaſted none, 
Now boaſts of Breaſts unmeaſurably grown, 
Large tow'ry buildings, where ſecurely reſt, 
A thouſand thouſand of my lovers gueſts ; 
The vaſt increaſe affords his heart delight, 
And I find favour in his Heav'nly ſight. 
The Lover here, to make her rapture laſt, 


Thus adds aſſurance to the promiſe paſt. 


A eon Vineyard i in BAAL- HAMON vale, 
The vintage ſet, by * to ſale, 


His 
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His keepers took; and ev'ry keeper paid 
A thouſand Purſes for the gains he made, 


And ['ve a vintage too; his vintage bleeds 


A large increaſe, but my return exceeds. 
Let Solomon receive his keepers pay, 
He gains his thouſand, their two hundred they, 


Mine is mine own, *tis in my preſence ſtill, 


And ſhall increaſe the more, the more ſhe will. 
My love my Vineyard, Oh the future ſhoots, | 


Which fill my garden rows with ſacred fruits! 


I ſaw the liſt ning maids attend thy voice, 
And in their liſt'ning ſaw their eyes rejoice, 
A due ſucceſs thy words of comfort met, 
Now turn to me—'tis I wou'd hear thee yet. 
Say dove and ſpotleſs, for I muſt away, 


Say Spouſe and Siſter, all you wiſh to ſay. 


He ſpake, the place was bright with lambent fire, 
(But what is brightneſs if the Chriſt retire?) 
Gold bord'ring purple mark'd his road in air, 
And kneeling all, the Spouſe addreſ(s'd the pray'r. 
5 TE Deſire 
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Deſire of nations! if thou muſt be gone, 
Accept our wiſhes, all compriz'd in one 
We wait thine advent, Oh we long to ſee, 
 Tand my Siſter, both as one in thee. 
Then leave thy Heav'n, and come and dwell below, 
Why faid I leave ?—'tis Heav'n where ere you go. 
_ Haſte my belov'd, thy promiſe haſte to crown, 
The form thou'lt honour waits thy coming down, 
Nor Jet ſuch ſwiſtneſs in the Roes be ſhewn | 
To ſave themſelves, as thine to ſave thine own. 
Haſte like the nimbleſt Harts, that lightly bound 
Before the ſtretches of the ſwifteſt Hou 
With reaching feet devour a level way, 
Acroſs their backs their branching antlers lay, 
In the cool dews their bending hody Ply, 
And bruſh the ſpicy mountains as thy fly. 


0. 
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JONAH. 


bou gh 


From Eden 8 tree to crown the wiſeſt brovi, 


And now thou faireſt garden ever made, 5 

Broad banks of ſpices, bloſſom'd walks of made, 
O Lebanon! where much I love to dwell, 
Since I muſt leave thee Lebanon, e * 


| Suit 0 my ſoul the fair Idea fies 5 
A wilder ſight the changing ſcene ſupplies, 
Wide ſeas come rolling to my future page, 
And ſtorms ſtand ready when I call, to rage. 


Then go where Joppa crowns the winding ſhore, 
The prophet Jonah juſt arrives before, 
He ſees a ſhip unmooring, ſoft the gales, 
He Pays, and enters, and the veſſel ſails, 


Ah wou dſt hin fly thy God ? raſhman aoforbear; 


Wha land ſo diſtant but thy God is there ? 
Aa Weak 
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Weak ian, cyl: thy voice. They run the 


deep, 


And the: tir d prophet lays his limbs to "OE 


Here God ſpeaks louder, ſends a ſtorm to ſea, 
The clouds remove to give the vengeance way; 


Strong blaſts come whiſtling, by degrees they roar | 


And ſhove big ſurges tumbling on to ſhore ; 
The veſſel bounds, then rolls, and ey Ty blaſt 


Works hard to tear her by the groaning maſt ; 
The ſailors doubling all their ſhouts and cares 


Furl the white canvas, and caſt forth the wares, 
Each ſeek the God their native regions own, 


In vain they ſeek them, for thoſe Gods were none. 


Yet Jonah ſlept the while, who ſolely knew, 
In all that number, where to find the true. 


To whom the pilot, fleeper, riſe and pray, 


Our Gods are deaf; may thine do more than they. 


But thus they reſt, perhaps we vaſt a foe 
To heav'n itlelf, and that's our cauſe of yoe ; ; 


Let's 
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Let's ſeek by lots, if heav/en n be pleas 'd to tell, 

And what they ſought by lots, . on Jonah fell: 

Then whence he came, and who, and what, an why | 
Thus rag'd the tempeſt, all confus'dly cry, 
Each preſs'd in haſte to get his queſtion heard 
When Jonah ſtops them with a grave regard. 


An Hebrew man you ſee, ho. God revere, 
He made this world, and makes this world his care, 
His the whirl'd; cy, theſe waves that lift their head, 
And his yon land, on which you long to tread. ; 
He charg'd me late, to Nineveh repair, 
And to their face denounce his ſentence there: 
Go, ſaid the viſion, prophet, preach to all, 
Vet forty days and Nineveh ſhall fall. 
But well I knew him gracious to forgive, Lr 
And much my zeal abhor'd the bad ſhou'd: vs, 
And if they turn they live; then what were 1 
But ſome falſe prophet when they fail to die? Ph 
Or what I fanci'd had the Gentiles too 
With Hebrew prophets, and their God to do? 
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Drawn by the wilful thoughts, my foil Ian 


1 fled h his OBE and the works undone. 


. i 
TH * * 


The. Gorm W as hs 1 peaks, 


O' er the toſs d ſhip, a foaming billow breaks, 


She riſes pendant on the lifted waves dag 
And thence deſcries a thouſand watry graves, 


Then downward ruſhing, watry mountains hide 


Her hulk beneath in-deaths on every fide, 


'O ery the failots all, why fact was ill, 


Vet, if a prophet, ſpeak thy maſter's will, 


What part is ours with thee ? can ought remain | 


To bring the Fee of a calm anal 


4 


Then wks —— mine's he 0 will bet a atone 


(And God is pleas d that I pronounce my ond: 


Ariſe. and caſt me forth, the wind will ceaſe, 


The fea ſubſiding wear the looks of peace, 
And you ſecurely ſteer. For well Iſee 
Myſelf the criminal, the ſtorm for me. 


. 
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Yet pity moves for one that owns a blame, 


And awe reſulting from a prophet's name; 


Love pleads, he kindly meant for them to die, 
Fear pleads agaiuſt him, leaſt they pow rdeſy: 1 


If chen to aid the flight abets the ſin, 


They think to land him, where they took bim i in. 
Perhaps to quit the cauſe, might end the \ woe | 
And God appeaſing, let the veſſel 90. | | 

For this they fix their oars and ſtrike the i main 

But God withftands 1 and mw ſtrike i in vain, 


The ſtorm increaſes more with want of "light, © | 
Low black'ning clouds involve the ſhip in night, 
Thick batt'ring rains fly thro' the driving ſkies, . - 


Loud thunder bellows, darted lightning flies, 


A dreadful picture night-born horrour drew, 


And his, 0 or their's, or both their fates, ko view, 


Then thus to God p cry; Almighty pow 12 
Whom we ne'er knew till this deſpairing hour, 
From this devoted blood thy ſervants free, 

To us he's innocent, if ſo to thee; N : 
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In all the paſt we ſee thy wond'rous hand, | 
And that he periſh, think it thy command. 


A ſurge receives him and he mounts no more; 
Then ſtill's the thunder, ceaſe the flames of blue, 
The rains abated and the winds withdrew, 

The clouds ride off, and as they march away, 
Thro' ev'ry breaking, ſhoots a chearful day; 


A while it rolls, then, all the tempeſt dies, 
By gradual ſinking, flat the ſurface _ 8411 
And ſafe the veſſel witli the ſailors goes. 
The Lion thus, that bounds the fences o zer; 
And makes the Mountain-Ecchoes learn to roar, 
If on the lawn a branching deer he rend, 
Then falls his hunger, all his roarings end, 
Murm' ring a while, to reſt his limbs he %, 
And the freed lawn enjoys it's herd at caſe, 


Bleſe'd with the aden G d the ſailors own 
That wretched Jonah worſhip'd right alone, 


| This pray r perform'd, they caſt the prophet o'er 


The ſea, which rag'd ſo loud, accepts the prize, 
"2 


Then 


by 
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Then make their vows, the victim ſheep prepare, 
Bemoan the prophet, and the God revere. 


Now tho? you fear to looſe the pow'r to breath, 
Now tho' you tremble, Fancy, dive beneath; 
What world of wonders in the deep are ſcenz 
But this the greateſt =— Jonah lives within! 
The man who fondly fled the Maker's view 
Strange as the crime has found adungeon too, 
God ſent a monſter of the frothing ſea, 
Fit by the bulk, to gorge the living prey, 
And lodge him ſtill alive, this hulk receives 


The falling prophet, as he daſh'd the waves. 


There newly wak'd, from fanci'd death he lies, 
And oft again in apprehenſion dies: 


While three long days and nights depriv'd of ſleep, 


e turn'd and tofs'd him up and down the deep. 
He thinks the judgment of the ſtrangeſt kind, 


Then 


And much he wonders what the Lord deſign'd; 


Yet ſince he lives, the gift of life he weighs, 


That's time for pray'r, and thus a ground for praiſe; 
| of From 
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From the dark entrails of the whale to thee, 


(This new contrivance of a hell to me) 
To thee my God! cry'd, my full diſtreſs 


Pierc d thy kind ear, and brought my ſoul redreſs, 


Caſt to che deep I fell, by thy command, 

Caſt in the midſt beyond the reach of land; 
Then to the midſt brought down, the ſeas abide 
Beneath my feet, the ſeas on ev'ry fide, 

In ſtorms the billow, and in calms, the wave 
Are moving cov'rings to my wand'ring grave, 


Forc'd by deſpair I cry'd ; how to my coſt. 


I fled thy preſence, Oh for ever loſt f 
But hope revives my ſoul, and makes me ſay, 


Yet tow'rds thy temple ſhall I turn and pray, 
Or if Iknow not here, where Salem lies 


Thy temple*s heav'n, and faith has inward eyes. 
Alaſs the waters which my whale ſurround, 
Have thro' my ſorrow'ng ſoul a paſſage found ; 


And now the dungeon moves, new depths I try, 


New thoughts of danger all bis paths upply. 
The 
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The laſt of Deeps affords the laſt of dread, 
And wraps its funeral weeds around my head: 
Now o'er the ſand his rollings ſeem to go 
Where the bi g mountains, root their baſe below; 
And now to rocks and clefts their courſe they take, 
Earth's endleſs bars, too ſtrong for me to break; 
Yet from th' Abyſs, my God! thy grace divine 
Hath calPd him upward, and my life is mine. 
Still as I toſs'd, I ſcarce retain'd my breath, 
My foul was ſick within, antl faint to death. 


Tas then I thought of thee, for pity pray*d, | 


And to thy temple flew the pray'rs I made. 

The men, whom lying vanity inſnares | 
Forſake thy mercy, that which might be theirs. 
But I will pay —— my God! my King! receive 
The ſolemn vows, my full affection gave, 
When in thy temple, for a pſalm, I ſing 
Salvation only from my God my king. 


Thus ends the prophet, firſt from Canaan ſent, 
To let the Gentiles know they muſt repent : 
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God hears, and ſpeaks; the Whale at God's comm 


Heaves to the light, and caſts him forth to land, 


With long fatigue, with unexpected eaſe, . 55 


Oppreſs'd a while, he lies aſide the ſcas, 

His eyes tho' glad, in ſtrange aſtoniſh'd way 
Stare at the golden front of chearful day; 
Then flowly rais d he ſees the wonder plain, 
And what he pray'd, he wrote to ſing again. 


The ſong recorded brings his vow to mind, 


He muſt be thankful, for the Lord was kind; 


Strait to the work he ſhun'd, he flies in haſte, 


Preaching he comes, and thus denounc'd to all, 
Yet forty days and Nineveh ſhall fall, 

Fear ſeiz'd the Gentiles, Nineveh believes, | 
All faſt with Penitence, and God es. 


Nor yet of uſe the a s ſuff ring fil, 


Hell's deep black boſom more than ſhews 
Whales, 


(That ſeems his vow, or ſeems a part at leaſt,) 


the 


But 


and, 
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But me reſemblance brings a type to view, 
The place was dark, the time proportion 'd too. 


187 


A race the Saviour eries, a ſinful race, 


Tempts for a ſign, the pow'rs of Heay'nly grace, 
And let them talce the ſign, as Jonah lay, | 
Three days and nights within the fiſh of prey; 

So ſhall the Son of Man deſcend below, 


Earth' s op ning Entrails ſhall retain a him ſo. 


7 03 2 


My ſoul-now ſeek the W 170 and find me there,” 
What Heav'a has ſhewn thee: to repel deſpair ; 
See where from une ſhe breaks the ame 


— * 
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ground, 


Her hairs ſtand hg and they f bare around; 
Her horrid front, deep-trenching wrinkles trace, 
Lean ſharp' ning loeks (deform her livid face, 

Bent lie the brows, and at the bend below, 

With fire and blood, two wand ring eye- balls glow; 

Fill'd are her arms with num Tou&aids to kill, 

And God ſhe fancies but the judge of ill; 
Oh fair- ey d HOPE ! thou ſee'ſt the paſſion vigh 


Daughter of PROMISE, Oh forbear to fly! 
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Aſſurance holds thee, fear would have thee go, 
Cloſe thy blue wings and ſtand thy deadly foe, 5 
The judge of ill is ſtill the Lord of grace, 
As ſuch behold him in the Prophet” s caſe, 

Caſt to be drown'd, devour'd within the ſea, 
Sunk to the deep, and yet ee to day. 


r 


Oh love the Lord my foul, whoſe parent e care e 


8⁰ rules the world, he puniſhes to ſpare; Eon 
If heavy grief my downcaſt heart oppreſs, 


My body danger, or my ſtate diſtreſs, _ : 5 NUN 


— — 
, 


With low ſubmiſſion in thy temper;bow, -, , +> 


Like Jonah pray, like Jonah make thy vow, - 
With hopes of comfort kiſs the chaſt'ning rod. 
And ſhunning mad deſpair, repoſe in God; 

Then whatſoe'er the Prophet's vow deſign, 
2 Thanks, and Charity be mine. ona 
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Mount thy light chariot, move along che plains, 


And end thy flight when HEZ EK IAH reigns, 


8 How ſwiftly thought has paſs d from land to land, 
And quite outrun Time's meas'ring glaſs of ſand, 
Great Salem's walls appear and I reſort, 

To viey the ſtate of HEZEKIAH's court. 


Well may that king a pious verſe inſpire, 
Who cleans'd the temple, who reviv'd the choir, 
Pleas'd with the ſervice David fix'd before, 

That heav'nly muſick might on earth adore. 
Deep-rob'd in winte, he made the Levites ſtand 
With Cymbals, Harps, and Pſaltries in their hand; 
He gave the Prieſts their trumpets, prompt to raiſe 
The tuneful ſoul, by force of ſound to praiſe. 
A ſkilful maſter for the ſong he choſe, 

The ſongs were David's theſe, and ASAPH's thoſe. 
Then burns their off ring, all around rejoice, 
Each tunes his inſtrument to join the voice; 
The trumpets ſounded, and the ſingers ſung, 
The People worſhip'd and the temple rung. 


Each ; 


| | 
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Fach whilethe victim burns preſents his heart, 
Then the Prieſt bleſſes, and the People part. 


| N Hail ſacred muſick ! fince you know to draw 1 
The foul to Heav'n, the ſpirit to the law, 
I come to prove thy force, thy warbling ſtring⸗ 


May tune my ſoul to write hat others ſing. 


But is this Salem ? this the promis'd blick, 2 
Theſe ſighs and 1 Pp” what means the W n by ] 
this ?- F139 Des 


What f-lemn ſorrow dwells in ev'ry ſtreet? 


What fear confounds the downcaſt looks I meet? 


N K — 
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Alaſs he King ! whole nations fink with woe, 
When righteous Kings are fummon'd hence to g ; 
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The King lies fick, and thus ta ſpeak his doom, \ 

The Prophet, grave ISAIAH, ſtalks the room: 8 

| - Oh Prince thy. ſervant ſent from God, believe, | 

| Set all in order for thou can'ſt not live. v 
i Solemn.he ſaid, and ſighing left the phony | 


| , 

1 Deep A of horror . dev'ry face, 4 
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Within their minds appear eternal glooms, | _ 
Black gaping marbles of their monarchs tombs, 


A King belov'd deceas'd, his offspring none, 


And wars deſtructive, e'er they fix the throne. 
Strait to the wall he turn'd with dark deſpair, 

("I was tow'rds the temple, or for private pray'r,) 
And thus to God the pious monarch ſpoke, 
Who burn'd the groves, the brazen ſerpent broke ; ; 
Remember Lord with what a heart for right, 
What care for truth, I walk'd within thy ſight. 


*T'was thus with terror, pray rs and tears he 
toſs'd, | 


When the 8 the grave IASIAH croſ d, 


Whom i in the cedar columns of the ſquare, 
Meets a ſweet Angel hung 1 in glitt'ring air. 
Seiz'd with a trance he ſtop'd, before his eye 
Clears a rais'd arch of viſionary ky, 
Where as a minute paſs'd, the greater light 
Purpling appear'd, and ſouth d and fer in night; 
A Moon ſucceeding leads the ſtarry train, 
She glides, and ſinks her _ horns again: | 
A ſecond. 
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A ſecond fanci'd morning drives the ſhades ; - 


Clos'd by the dark the ſecond ev'ning fades 


The third bright dawn awakes, and ſtrait he ſees _ . 


The temple riſe, the monarch on his knees, 


Pleas'd with the ſcene, his inward: thoughts rejoice, 


When thus the Guardian angel form'd a voice. 
Now tow'rds the captain of my people go, 

And, SEER, relate him what thy viſiqgs ſhow, 
The Lord has heard his words, and ſeen his tears, 
And through fifteen extends his future years, | 


Here to the room prepar'd with diſmal black, 
The Prophet turning, brought the comfort back. 
Oh monarch hail, he cry'd, thy words are heard, 
Thy virtuous actions meet a kind regard, 

God gives thee fifteen years, when thrice a day, 
Shews the round Sun, within the temple pray. 


When thrice the day ! ſurpriz'd the monarch cries, 
When thrice the Sun! what pow'r have I toriſe ! 
But if thy comfort's human or divine, 


"Tis ſhort to prove i. give thy prince a ſign. 


Behold | 


es, 


d 


| Behold, the eme 0e. band Aretch'd * 
hands) | 

Againſt yon lattice where the dial Nanda, 
Now ſhall the Sun a backward j Journey go 6 
Through ten drawn lines, or leap to ten below. | 
Tis eaſier poſting n nature's airy. track, 1507 
Replies the monarch, let the Sun go back; 129 1 
Attentive here he gaz d, the prophet pray d, , 
Back went the Sun, and back purſu'd the ſhade? 1 


Chear'd by the fign, ard by the Prophet heb, 
What ſacred. thanks his gratitude reveal'd? " 
As ſickly Swallows when a ſummer ends, 
Who miſs d the paſſage with their flying friends, 
Take to a wall, there lean tlie Jaliguid head, | 
While all who find them think the ſleepers dead, 
E yet their warmtli new days of ſummer wing” 
They wake and joyful flutter up to fing. | | 
So far'd the monarch, ſick to death he lay, 
His court diſpair'd, and watch'd the laſt decay, 
At length new favour ſhines, new life he gaitis, 


And rais'd he ſings; z 'tis thus the ſong remains. 
C c | I ſaid 
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I faid my God when in the loath'd diſeaſe 


Thy Prophet's words cut off my future days, 
Now to the grave with mournfül haſte 1 0, | 
Now death unbars his ſable gates below. 
How might my years by courſe of nature laſt? 
But thou pronounc'd it, and the- proſpect paſs d. 
I ſaid, my God, thy ſervant now ho ttiore - © 
Shall in thy Temple“ 5 facred courts adore, 12 230 
No more on earth with living man converſe, | 
Shrunk i in acold uncumfortable hearſe. 
My life, like tents which wand ring ſhepherds raiſe, 
Proves a ſhort dwelling a and removes at caſe. 5 
My fins purſye me, ſee the deadly band, L 
My God, who ſees them, cuts me from the land; 
As when a weaver finds his labour ſped, 4 15 
Swift from the beam he parts the faſt ning thread, 
With pining ſickneſs all from night to-day, 
From day to night, he makes my ſtrength decay: 
Reck'ning the time, I roll with reſtleſs groans, 
Till wth a lion's force, he cruſh, my bones, TA 
: New 
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New-marning dawns, but like the morning paſt, 
'Tis day, 'tis night, and ſtill my forrows laſt. 
Now ſcreaming. like the Crane my words I ſpoke, 
Now like the ſwallow, chatt'ring quick and broke, 
Now like the doleful dove, when on the plains 


Her mourning tone affects the liſt'ning ſwains. 


To heay'n for aid my wearying eyes I throw, 


d quite, and fink with woe: 
From death's arreſt for ſome delays I ſue, 


Thou Lord whojudg'd me, thou reprieve me too. 


Rapture of joy | what can thy ſervant ſay? 


He ſent his Prophet to prolong my day ; 


Through my glad Limbs I feel the wonder run, 
Thus ſaid the Lord, and this Himſelf has done. 


Soft ſhall I walk, and well ſecur'd from fears 
Poſſeſs the comforts of my future years. 


Keep ſoſt my heart, keep humble while they roll, 


Nor e' er forget my bitterneſs of ſoul, 


*Tis by the means thy ſacred words ſupply 


That mankind live, but i in peculiar I; 


. A ſecond 


\ 
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A ſecond grant thy mercy pleas'd to give, 

And my rais'd ſpirits doubly ſeeem to live. 

Behold the time ! when peace adorn'd my reign 
»Twas then I felt my ſtroke of humbling pain; 

Corruption dug her pit, I fear'd to fink, 

God lov'd my foul, and ſnatch'd me from the brink; 

He turn'd my follies from his gracious eye, 

As men who pals accounts and caſt them by. 


What mouth has death * can thy praiſe 
proclaim? ? 
What tongue the grave to ſpeak thy cies name ? 
Or will the ſenſeleſs dead exult with mirth, 
Mov'd to their hope by promiſes on earth? 
The living Lord, the living only praiſe, 
The living only fit to ſing thy lays, - 
| Theſe feel thy favours, theſe thy temple ſee, 
Theſe raile the ſong, as I this day to thee. 
Nor will thy truth the preſent only reach, 
This the good fathers ſhall their offspring teach; 
= Report | 


1 
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| Report the bleſſings which adorn my page, 


And hand their own with mine from age to age? 


So when the Maker heard his creature crave, 
So kindly roſe his ready Will to fave. | 
Then march we ſolemn tow'rds the Temple door, 
While ali our joyful muſick ſounds before, 
There on this day through all my life appear, 
When this comes round in each returning year, 
There ſtrike the ſtrings, our voices jointly raiſe 
And let his dvellings hear = ſongs « of praiſe, 


Thus wrote the monarch, and I'll think the lay 
Deſign'd for publigk when he went to pray; 
I'll think the perfect compoſition runs, 
Perform'd by Heman's or Jeduthun's ſons. 


Then ſince the time arrives the Scer foretold, 
And the third morning rolls an orb of gold, 
With thankful zeal recover'd prince prepare 
To lead thy nation to the Dome of pray r. 


S 
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My fancy takes her chariot once again, 
Moves the rich wheels, and mingles in thy train; 
She ſees the ſingers reach Moriah's hill, Fat 
The minſtrels follow, then the porches fill, 


She wakes the num'rous inſtruments of art, 


That each perform its own adapted part, 
Secks airs expreſſive of thy grateful ſtrains, 
And lift ning hears the vary'd tune ſhe feigns. 


From a grave pitch, to ſpeak the Monarch's woe; 


The notes flow down and deeply ſound below, 


All long-continuing, while depriv'd of eaſe 
He rolls for tedious nights and heavy days. 


Here intermix'd with diſcord, when the Crane ; 
Screams in the notes through ſharper ſenſe of pain; ; 
There run with deſcant on, and taught to ſhake - 
When pangs repeated force the voice to break ; _ 
Now like the dove they murmur, till in ſighs 2 
They fall, and languiſh with the failing eyes. 0 


Then ſlowly ſlack' ning, to ſurprize the more, 
From a dead pauſe, his exclamations ſoar, 
”" 


| | To' meet briſk health the notes aſcending fly, 


8 


n; 


To 


| The wide ſpread chorus fills the ſacred ground, 
And holy tranſport ſcales the clouds with ſound. 


"Theſe aſk the fact for Hezekiah done, 
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Live with the living, and exult on high. 

Vet ſtill diſtinct in parts the muſick plays, 

Till prince and people both are call'd to & 
Then all uniting ſtrongly ſtrike the firing 

Put forth their utmoſt breath, and loudly fing 


Or thus, or livelier, if their hand and voice : 
Join d the good anthem, might the realm rejoice, 


This ſtory known, the learn'd che came 
Drawn by the ſign obſerv'd, or moy'd by fame; 
And much they wonder at their od the ſun, 

That thrice he drove through one extent of day 'Y 
His gold-ſhod horſes in etherial way: | 
Then vainly ground their gueſs on nature's laws, 

The ſfoundeſt Knowledge owns a greater cauſe. 
| | © * Faith 
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My fancy takes her chariot once again, 

Moves the rich wheels, and mingles in thy train; 
She ſees the ſingers reach Moriah's hill, 

The minſtrels follow, then the porches fill, 

She wakes the num'rous inſtruments of art, 
That each perform its own adapted part, 

Seeks airs expreſſive of thy grateful ſtrains, * 

And liſt*ning hears the yary'd tune ſhe feigns. 


From a grave pitch, to ſpeak the Monarch's woe 
The notes flow down and deeply ſound below, 
All long-continuing, while depriv'd of eaſe 

He rolls for tedious nights and heavy days. 
| Here intermix'd with diſcord, when the Crane 
Screams in the notes through ſharper ſenſe of pain; 
There rurt with deſcant on, and taught to ſhake 
When pangs repeated force the voice to bre; 
Now like the dove they murmur, till in ſighs E 
They fall, and languiſh with the failing eyes. l 
Then ſlowly ſlack'ning, to ſurprize the more, 
From a dead pauſe, his exclamations ſoar, 
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To meet briſk health the notes aſcending fly, 
Live with the living, and exult on high. | 
Yet ſtill diſtinct in parts the muſick plays, 
Till prince and people both are call'd to praiſe, = 
Then all uniting ſtrongly ſtrike the ſtring | 
Put forth their utmoſt breath, and loudly ſing z 

The wide ſpread chorus fills the ſacred ground, 
And holy tranſport ſcales the clouds with ſound. 


oe] Or thus, or livelier, if their hand and voice 


This ſtory known, the learn'd Chaldeans came 
Drawn by the ſign obſery*d, or moy'd by fame; 
 F Theſe aſk the fact for Hezekiah done, 
n; 1 | ; | 5 | 
And much they wonder at their Sod the ſun, 
That thrice he drove through one extent of day 
His gold-ſhod horſes in etherial way : 


Then vainly ground their gueſs on nature's laws, i 
The foundeſt knowledge” owns a greater cauſe. 
A = Faith 
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Faith knows the fact crankends, and bids me * 
| What help for practice here incites the mind; 
Strait to the · ſong, the thankful ſong I move, 3 
May ſuch the voice of ev ry creature prove, 

If ev'ry creature meets its ſhare of woe, 

And for kind reſcues ev ry creature owe, —_ 

In publick ſo thy Maker's praiſe proclaim, 

Nor what you beg'd with tears, conceal with nnd 


Tis there the miniſtry thy name repeat 
And tell what mercies were vouchſaf'd of late, 
Then joins the church, and begs through all our days 
Not only with our lips, but lives to praiſe. . 


is there our Sov” reigns for a ſignal day, 
The feaſt proclaim'd, their ſignal thanks repay. 
O'er the long ſtreets we ſee the chariots wheel, 1 
And, following, think of Hezekiah till, 

In the bleſs'd Dome we meet the white-rob'd Choir, 


In whoſe ſweet notes our raviſh'd ſouls aſpire, | 


Side anſw'ring ſide we hear and bear a part, 
All warm'd with language from the grateful heart, 
oy 1 8 
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And reach the e = the 8 voice; 
Arts foft' ning eccho! s in the muſick ſound, 
And anſw' ring natures from the roof rebound. 


Here cloſe my verſe, the ſervice aſks no more, 
Bleſs thy good God, arid give the tranſport o'er. 


HABAKKUK. 


2 W leave the Porch, to vagen now 7 retreat, 

Where the next rapture glows with varying 
heat; ; | Fey 

Now change the time, 5 chang wwe Temple ſcene, 

The following Seer forewarns a future reign. _ 

To ſome retirement, where the Prophets ſons | 

Indulge their holy flight, my fancy runs, 

Some ſacred College built for praiſe and pray'r 

And heav'nly dream, ſhe ſecks HABAKKUK there, 

Perhaps tis there he moans the nation's ſin, 


Hears the word come, or feels the fit within, 
D d ä 


0 
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Or ſees the viſion fram'd with Angels hands, 
And dreads the ud gments of revolted lands, 
Or holds a converſe if the Lord appear, 

4 And, like Elijah, wraps his face for fear. L 


This deep receſs portends an act of weight, 
A meſſage lab 8 with the work of fate. 


| Methinks the Skies have loſt their lovely blue, 
A ſtorm rides fiery; thick the chouds enſue. 
Fal'n to the ground with proſtate face I lye, 
Oh! 'twere the ſame i in this to gaze and dye! | 


But hark the ophet s voice, my pray'rs complain, 
Of labour ſpent, of Preaching urg'd in vain. 1 

And muſt, my God, thy ſorrowing ſervant ſill, 

| * Quit my lone joys to walk this world of ill? 

| Where ſpoiling rages, ſtrife and wrong command, 

| And the flack'd laws no longer curb the land 1 


At this a fangs kn and more than VEWD ſound 
Thus breaks the cloud and daunts the 1 g 
ground, 


8 
f 
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Behold 
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Behold ye Gentiles, wond'ring all behold, 
What ſcarce ye credit tho the work be told, 
For lo the proud Chaldean troops I raiſe, 

To march the breadth and all the region ſeize, 
Fierce as the proling wolves at cloſe of day, LA 
And ſwift as eagles in purſuit of prey. 

As eaſtern winds to blaſt the ſeaſon blow 

For blood and rapine flies the dreadful foe; 
Leads the fad captives countleſs as the ſand, 
Derides the princes and deſtroy 8 the land. 

Yet theſe triumphant grown offend me more, 13 
And only thank the Gods they choſe before. 5 


Art thou not holieſt, here the prophet cries,. TY 


Supream, Eternal, of the pureſt e eyes? 
And ſhall thoſe eyes the wicked realms regard, 


Their crimes be great yet vict ry their reward? 
Shall theſe ſtill ravage more and more to reign, 
Due the full net, and caſt to fill again? 

As watch- men ſilent ſit, I wait to ſee 


How ſolves my doubt, what ſpeaks the Lord to me? 
Dd 2 Then 


5 
Ya. 
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Then go, the Lord reply's, ſuſpend thy fears, 
And write the viſion for a term of years, 
Thuy foes will feel their: turn when thoſe are paſt, 
Wait tho' it tarrygs ſuxe it cornes at laſt. OT 
' *Tis for their rapine, luſts and thirſt of blood 
And all their unprotecting God's of wood. 

The Lord is preſent on his ſacred hill, 
Ceaſe Oy weak ae and let the world be ſtill, 


| Het terrour * jeayes me e with — head, 
I breath fine air, and find the viſion fled, 


The See r withdrawn, inſpir'd, and urg'd 1 to vrite, 


By the warm influence of the ſacred ſight. 


His writing ani d, Prophet-like array d, 
He brings the burthen, on the region laid; ; 
His hands a tablet and a volume bear, 2 
The tablet threatnings, and the volume pray - "op 
Both for the temple, where to ſhun decay, 
Enroll'd the works of inſpiration lay. 

And awful oft he ſtops, or marches flow, 
While the dull'd nation hears 5 him preach their woe. 


Arriv d 


T was pow'r in wonders manifeſt to view. 


P ve heard * 5 anT 1 ſhake for fear. 
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| Arriv'd at length, with grave concern for all, 
He fix d his table on the ſacred wall. 

Twas largeinſcrib'dthat thoſe whorun might read, 
% Habak kuk's burthen by the Lord decreed, 

% For Judah's ſins, her empire is no more, 

6 The fierce Chaldeans bath her realm . | 


Next to che poet his volume he reſign d, 


'T was pray'r with praiſes mix'd to raiſe the mind, 


Twas facts recounted which: their fathers knew, | 


*T was comfort rais'd on love already paſt, 
And hope that former love returns at qaſt. 


The pricfts within the fe 0 convey . 
The ſingers tunes to join his anthem made. 
Hear and attend the words. And holy thou 2 
That help'd the prophet, help the Poet now. 


Odd ho rules dire bfi, Witt mort var 


0 Land 


* 
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O Lord by whom their numbred years we find, 
Een in the midſt receive the drooping mind; 

E'en in the midſt chou _ —— then make it 

known 5 N 

Thy love, thy will, thy power, to fave thine own, 

L Remember mercy tho thine anger burn, | 
And ſoon to Salem bid thy flock return. . 
O Lord who gav'ſt it, with an outſtretch' d wade, 

We _ remember how thou gavꝰſt the land. 


God came from Teman, ſouthward ſprung t the 
| flame, 7 718 5 
From Paron- mount the one that's Holy came, 
A glitt'ring glory made the deſart blaze, 
High Heav*n was cover'd, earth was ld. with 
praiſe. 
Dazzling the brightneſs, not the ſun ſo "ERS 
*T was here the pure ſubſtantial Fount of Light, 
Shot from his hand and ſide in golden ſtreams, | 


Came forward effluent horny- pointed beams : 3 
Thus 
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He turns, the mountain ſhakes its awful brow, 


; Where Cuſhan wander'd, deſolately ſtand, | 
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Thus ſhone his coming, as ſublimely fair 135 
As bounded nature has been fram'd to bear, 


But all his further marks of grandeur hid, 
Nor what he cou'd was known, but what he did. : 


Dire plagues before him ran at his command, 
To waſte the nations in the promis'd land. 

A ſcorching flame went forth where're he trod, 
And burning Fevers were the coal? of God. | 
Fix d on the mount he ſtood, his mea ring reed 
Marks the rich realms for Jacob's ſeed decreed : 
He looks with anger and the nations fly, 

From the fierce ſparklings of his dreadful eye. | 


Awful he turns, and hills eternal bow. 
How glory there, how terrour here, diſplays 


His great unknown yet everlaſting ways. 


I ſee the Sable tents along the ſtrand 


And Midian's high pavilions ſhake with dread, 
While the tam'd ſeas thy reſcu'd nation tread. 
Ee 5 What 
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What burſt the path ? what made the Lord engage ? 


Cou'd waters anger? ſeas incite thy rage? 

That thus thine horſes force the foaming tide 
And all the chariots of ſalvation ride. : 
Thy bow was bare for what thy mercy ſwore, 
Thoſe oaths, that . Urgel had vehore. 


The Zo that felt thee cleav'd, as rivers flow, 


The wond'ring deſarr lends them beds below. 


Thy Might the mountain's heaving ſhocks confeſs d, 


High ſfiatter d Horeb trembled o'er the reſt, 
Great Jordan paſs'd its nether waters by, 
Its upper waters rais'd the voice on high, 
Safe in the deep we went, the liquid wall 
Curling aroſe, and had no leave to fall. 
The ſun effulgent and the moon ſerene, 


Stop'd by thy will, their heav'nly courſe refrain, 
The voice was Man's, yet both the voice obey, 
Till wars compleated cloſe the lengthen'd day. 


Thy glittring ſpears, thy ratling darts prevail, 
Thy ſpears of lightning and thy darts of hail. 


Twas 


Nas 
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*T'was thou that march'd againſt their heathen band 


Rage in thy viſage, and thy flail in hand; 


Twas thou that went before to wound their head 
The captain follow'd where the Saviour 1 
Torn from their earth they feel the deſp'rate wound, 
And pow'r unfounded fails for want of gr ound. 
With village-war thy tribes where*er they go 
Diſtreſs the the remnant of the ſcatter'd foe ; 

Yet mad they tuſh'd, as whirling wind deſcends, 
And deem'd for friendleſs thoſe the Lord befriends. 
Thy trampling horſe from ſea to ſea ſubdue, 

The bounding ocean left no more to do. 


O when I heard what thou vouchſaf'ſt to win 
With works of wonder muſt be loſt for ſin, 
Iquak'd thro” fear, the voice forſook my tongue, 
Or at my lips with quivꝰ ring accent hung; 
Dry leaneſs ent'ring to my marrow came, 

And ev'ry loos' ning nerve unſtrung my frame. 
How ſhall I reſt, in what protecting ſhade, 


When the day: comes, and hoſtile troops invade ? 


5 W 
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Tho' neither bloſſoms on the Fi g appear, 
Nor vines with cluſters deck the purpling year, 
Tho' all our labours olive-trees belie, 3 
Tho! fields the ſubſtance of the bread deny, 
Thoꝰ flocks are ſever'd from the ſilent Fold, 
And the rais'd ſtalls no lowing cattle hold, 


Feet ſhall my ſoul be glad, in God rejoice, 


Yet to my Saviour will I lift my voice, 

Yet to my Saviour ſtill my temper ſings, 

What David ſet to inſtruments of ſtrings :- 

| The Lord's my ſtrength, like Hinds he makes my 
feet, | 

. Yon mount's my refuge, I as ſafely fleet, 

Or if the ſong” s apply'd) he makes me Rl 

Expect retyrning to Moriah's hill. 


In all this hymn what daring grandeur ſhines, 
What darting glory rays among the lines, | 
What mountains, earthquakes, clouds, and ſmokes 

are ſeen, 
W hat ambient fires conceal the Lord within, 


What 


> 4 0 = 2 


at 


O'er all the work ſincere affection glows, 


And o'er affection Zeal divine preſides. 
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What working wonders give the promis d place 
And load the conduct of a ſtubborn race! 
In all the work a lively fancy flows, | | 


While Truth's firm Rein the courſe of fancy guides 


Born on the proper 8 wings, methinks I fly | | 
Amongſt eternal Attributes on high, 1 
And here I touch at love ſupremely fair, 

And now at pow'r, anon at mercy there; 

80 like a warbling bird my tunes I raiſe on 
On thoſe green boughs the Tree of life diſplays, 
Whoſe twelve fair fruits each month by turns receives 
And for the nations healing ope theit leaves. 

Then be the nations heal'd, for this I ſing 
Deſcending _— from the prophet” « wing. 


Thou world attend che caſe of Iſrael ſee, 
Till thus at large refer to God and thee. 
If love be ſhewn thee, turn thine eyes above 


And pay the duties relative to love; 
"-M e 2 if 


212 


PAR NE L L's POEMS. 
If pow'r be ſhewn, and wonderfully ſo; 


Wonder and thank, adore and bow below. 


If pow'r that led thee now no longer lead, 

But brow-bent J uſtice draws the flaming blade, 
When love is ſcorn'd, when fin the ſword provokes, 
Let tears and pray' rs avert or heal the ſtrokes; 

If juſtice leaves to wound, and thou to groan 
Beneath new Lords in countries not thine own, 
Know this for Mercy's act, and let your lays 
Grateful in all, recount the cauſe of praiſe 

Then love returns, and while no fins divide 


The firm alliance, pow'r will ſhield thy ſide. 


See the grand round of providence's care, 


See realms aſſiſted here, and puniſh'd there 


O'er the juſt circle caſt thy wond'ring eyes, 
Thank while you gaze, and ſtudy to be wiſe. 


THE 


The 
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I be Viſio Ton of Piety. 


WA 5 when the night i in ſilent ſable fled, 
When chearful morning ſprung with ring 
ed 


When dream and vapours leave to crowd the brain, 


And beſt the viſion draws it's Heav'nly ſcene, | 
'Twas then as ſlumb'ring on my couch I lay, 
A ſudden ſplendor ſeem'd to kindle day, 
A Breeze came breathing, in a ſweet perfume, 
Blown from eternal gardens, fill'd the room; 
And in a void of blew, that Clouds inveſt, 
Appear' da Daughter of the realms of reſt. 
Her head, a ring of golden Glory wore, —« 
Her honour 'd Hand the ſacred volume bore z 
Her raiment glid' ning ſeem d a ſilver white, 
And al her ſwect Companion ſons of 1 


Fear barr'd my voice, ind wonder fix'd my v view; 
When lo! ! the Cherub of the ſhining crowds. 
That Gal 'd as Gaurdian i in her azure cloud, 


7 


Fann' 
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Fann'd the ſoft air, and 4 ſeemẽ' d to glide; 
And to my Lips a living Coal wply'2s 


Then while the warmth o'er al my 25 ran 2 
Diffuſing comfort, thus the Maid began. 


Where glorious nianfions are prepar d above 

ce The ſeats of muſick and the ſeats of love, 

« Thence I deſcend, and PIETY my name, 
* To warm thy boſom with cæleſtial flame, ot 

4 To teach thee praiſes mix'd with humble wy rs, 

& And tune thy Soul to ſing ſeraphick airs 

e Be thou my Bard. A vial here ſhe caught, 


(An Angels hand the chryſtal vial brought) © 
And as with awful found the word was ſaid, _ | 
She pour d a ſacred unction on my Head, | © 
Then thus proceeded ; © Be thy muſe thy zeal, 60 
HPare to be good and all my joys reveal; 6 
& While other pencils flatt'ring forms create, 6 


« And paint the gawdy plumes that deck the Great,“ 
« While other Pens exalt the vain delight, 
© Whoſe waſtef al Revel wakes the depth of night. 

« Or 
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$6 ; Or others ſaftly 1 ſing i in idle lines, 


4 How Damon courts, or Amaryllis ſhines, 
More wiſely thou ſelect a theme divine, 
* *Tis flames their recompence, tis Heav'n is thine, | 


Deſpiſe the raptures of diſcorded fire, 
„Where wine, or paſſion, or applauſe inſpire, 


Loy reſtleſs life, and ravings born of earth, 


& Whoſe meaner ſubjects ſpeak their humble birth, 


„Like working ſeas, that when loud winters blow, 


Not made for riſing, only rage below; 

« Mine is a warm and yet a lambent heat, 

More laſting ſtill as more intenſely great; 

« Produc'd where pray” r and * and Pleaſure 
breath, | 

5 And ever mounting whence i it ſhot beneath, 

«© Unpaint the love, that how ring over beds, 


“ From glittering pinnions guilty pleaſure ſheds, 
fReſtore the colour to the Golden Mines, 
With which behind the feather d Idol ſhines. 


De: x ; vs Te 
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« To flow'ring greens reſtore their native care, 
The roſe and lilly never his to wear, 

C To ſweet Arabia fend the balmy breath, 


< Strip the fair fleſh, and call the Phantom death ; || 


His bow be ſabl'd ore, his ſhafts the ſame, 
And fork and point them with eternal flame. 


But urge thy pew'rs, thy utmoſt voice advance, 
4 Make the loud ftrings againſt thy Finger dance, 
« *Tis love that Angels praiſe, and Men adore, 
„ ”Tis love divine that aſks it all and more; 1 
ling back the gates of ever blazing day, 
Pour floods of liquid light to gild the way, 

« And all in Glory wrapt thro' paths untrod, 

«< Purſue the oreat unſeen Deſcent of God, 
Hail the meek Virgin, bid the Child appear, 
< The child is God, and call him Jeſus here. 

* He comes! but where to reft ? A Manger's nigh, 
* Make the great Being in a Manger lye. 

« Fill the wide ſkies, with Angels on the wing, 


Make thouſands gaze, and make ten thouſand 


ſing : 


Y 


/ 


„Let 


(e 


* 
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“Let Men aſflict him, Men he came to ſave, 
And ſtill afflict him, 'till he reach the Grave. 
Make him reſign'd, his loads of ſorrow meet, 

« And me like Mary weep beneath his feet, 


WF 


TH bathe my treſſes there, my Pray'rs rehearſe, 
„ And glide in owes of love, along N verſe. 


« Ah! while I . [ feel my boſom Grell, 
a My raptures ſmother what I long to tell! | 
M Tis God ! a preſent God ! thro” cleaving air 
I ſee the Throne and ſee the Jeſus there 
« Plac'd on the right; he ſhews the wounds he bore, 
« (My fervors oft have won him thus before,) 
& How pleas'd he looks my words have reach'd 
his ear, „ . | 
66 He bids the Gates ankae and calls me near. 


She ceas'd: The ala on which ſhe ſeem'd to 
tread, op 
It's curls unfolded, and around her fronds 
Bright Angels waft their wings to raiſe the cloud, 


And ſeep their Iv*ry Lutes and ſing aloud. = 
FE The 
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The ſcene moves off, while all it's ambient ſky, 
Is tyrn'd to wondrous muſick as they fly, * | 
And ſoft the ſwelling ſounds of muſick grow, 
And faint their ſoftneſs, till they fail below. 


My downy ſleep the warmth of Phæbus broke, 
And while my thoughts were ſet'ling, thus I ſpoke, 


Thou beauteous Viſion, on the ſoul impreſt, 
When moſt my reaſon woulll appear to reſt, 
"T'was ſure with pencils dipt in various lights, 
Some curious Angel limn'd thy ſacred ſights, 
From blazing ſuns his radiant Gold he drew, 
While moons the Silver gave, and air the blew, 
II mount the roving winds expanded wing, 


And ſcek the ſacred hill and light to ſing : Sk 


CTis known in Jewry well) I'll make my lays 
Obedient to thy ſummons, ſound with praiſe. 


But ſtill I fear unwarm'd with holy flame 
I take for truth the flatt ries of a dream ; 
And barely with the wond'rous gift I boaſt, 
And taintly . what deſerves it moſt. 


lodatgent 
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Tndulgent Lord! whoſe gracious love diſplays, 
Toys in the light, and fills the dark with eaſe, 

3 Be this to bleſs my days, no dream of bliſs, 
Or be to bleſs the nights my dreams like this. 


A Hymn for Morning. 


EE the ſtar that leads the day 
8 Riſing ſhoots a golden ray, 
To makes the ſhades of darkneſs. go 
From heav'n above and earth below; 
And warn us early with the fight 
To leave the beds of ſilent night, 
From an heart ſincete and ſound 
From it's very deepeſt ground, 
Send Devotion up on high 
Wing'd with heat to reach the ſky. 
See the time for ſleep has run, 
Riſe before, or with the ſun, 
Lift thine hands and humbly yup: 


The fountain of eternal day, 
F f 2 
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That as the light ſerenely fair 
Illuſtrates all the tracts of air, 
Ihe ſacred ſpirit ſo may reſt | 


With quick*ning beams upon thy breaſt, | 


And kindly clean it all within 
From darker blemiſhes of ſin, 
And ſhine with grace until we view 
The realm it gilds with glory too. 
See the day that dawns in air, 
7 Brings along it's toil and care, 
From the lap of night it ſprings 
With heaps of buſineſs on it's wings; 
Prepare to meet them in a mind 


That bows ſubmiſſively reſign'd, 


That wou'd to works appointed fall, 
And knows that God has order'd all. 


And whether with a ſmall repaſt 
We break the ſober morning faſt, 
Or in our thoughts and houſes lay 
The future methods of the day, 


0 


Or 


r [Within my ſoul a ſun to me. 
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Or early walk abroad to meet 

Our buſineſs, with induſtr*ous feet, 

| Whatc'er we think: whate'er we do, 

His glory tilt be kept in view. 

O Giver of eternal bliſs, 

Heav'nly Father grant me this, 

Grant it all as well as me, 5 

All whoſe hearts are fix'd on thee, 

Who revere thy ſon above 


Who thy ſacred ſpirit love. | | 
gm for Noon. 


HE ſun is ſwiftly mounted hig, 
T It glitters in the ſouthern ſky, 
It's beams with force and glory beat, 
And fruitful earth is fill'd with heat. 
Father, alſo with thy fire 
Warm the cold the dead deſire, 
And make the ſacred love of thee, 


Let 
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Let it ſhine ſo fairly bright, 

That nothing elſe be took for light; 
That wordly charms be ſeen to fade, 
And in it's luſtre find a ſhade. | 

Let it ſtrongly ſhine within 

To ſcatter all the clouds of fin, 
That drive when guſts of paſſion riſe 
© Andintercept it frorti our =" 

Let it's glory more than vie, 

With the ſun that lights the Ky, 
Let it ſwiftly mount in air, 

Mount with that, and leave it there, 
And ſoar with more aſpiring flight 
To realms of everlaſting Light. 
Thus while here I'm forc'd to be, 

1 daily wiſh to live with thee, 

And feel that union which thy love, 
Will, after death, compleat above. 
From my ſoul J ſend my pray'r 
Great Creator bow thine ear; 


— 


. * 
—— — 
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Thou for whoſe propitious ſway 

The world was taught to ſee the day, 

Who ſpake the word and earth begun 

And ſhew'd its beauties in the ſun, 

With pleafure I thy creatures view, 
And wou'd with good affection too, 

Good affection ſweetly free, 

Looſe from them and move to thee z 

O teach me due returns to give, 

And to thy glory let me live, 

And then my days ſhall ſhine. the more 

Or paſs more bleſſed than before. 


A Hymn for Evening. 


* H E beam-repelling miſts ariſe, 
4 And ev'ning ſpreads obſcurer ſkies : 
The twilight will the night forerun, 
And night itſelf be ſoon begun. 
Upon thy knees devoutly bow 
00 And pray the Lord of glory now, 


To 
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To fill thy breaſt, or deadly fin 
May caule a blinder night within. 
And whether pleaſing vapours riſe, 
Which gently dim the cloſing eyes, 


Which makes the weary members bleſs'd, 
With ſweet refreſhment in their reſt ; 


Or whether ſpirits in the brain, 
Diſpel their ſoft embrace again, 
And on my watchful bed I ſtay, 
Forſook by fleep and waiting day; 
Be God for ever in my view 

And never he forſake me too; 
But ſtill as day concludes in night, 


To break again with new born light, 


His wond'rous bounty let me find 


With {tif a more enlighten'd mind, 


When grace and love in one agree, 
Graee from God, and love from me, 
Grace that will from heav'n inſpire, 
Love that ſeals it in deſire, 


Grace 


acc 
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Grace and love that mingle e | 


And fill me with encreaſing flames. 
Thou that haſt thy palace far 

Above the moon and ev'ry ſtar, 

Thou that ſitteſt on a throne, 

To which the night was never known, 


Regard my voice and make me bleſs d, 


By kindly granting it's requeſt. 
If thoughts on thee my ſoul employ, 


My darkneſs will afford me joy. 


Till thou ſhalt call, and I ſhall ſoar, 


And part with darkneſs evermore. 
The Soul in Sorrow. 


W 1TH kind compaſſion hear my cry 


O Jeſu, Lord of life, on high! 


As when the Summer's ſeaſons beat 


Vith ſcorching flame and parching heat, 


he trees are burnt, the flowers fade, 
And REP gaps in earth are made. 
G g 


1 
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My thoughts of comfort languiſh fo, 


And ſo my ſoul is broke by woe. 
Then on thy ſervant's drooping head, 
Thy dews of bleſſing ſweetly ſhed ; 
Let thoſe a quick refreſhment give 


And raiſe my mind, and bid me live. 
My fears of danger while breath, 
My dread of endleſs hell beneath, 5 
My ſenſe of ſorrow for my ſin, * 
To ſpringing comfort, change within, 
Change all my fad complaints for eaſe, 
To chearful notes of endleſs praiſe ; 
Nor let a tear mine eyes employ 
But ſuch as owe their birth to joy: 
Joy tranſporting ſweet and ſtrong, 
= Fit to fill and raiſe my ſong, | 
Joy that ſhall reſounded be 
| While days and nights ſucceed for me: 
Be not as a Judge ſevere, N 
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i For fo thy preſence who may bear ? 
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On all my words and actions look, 

qa know they're written in thy book) 

But then regard my mournful cry 

And look with Mercy's gracious eye, 
What needs my blood ſince thine will do 
To pay the debt to juſtice due. 

O tender mercy's art divine! 


- Thy ſorrow proves the cure of mine, 


Thy dropping wounds, thy woful ſmart 
Allay the bleedings of my heart : 
Thy death, in death's extreme of pain, 
Reſtores my foul to life again. 
Guide me then for here I burn 
To make my Saviour ſome return. 
I! riſe, (if that will pleaſe him ſtil! 
And ſure I've heard him own it will) 
I'Il trace his ſteps and bear my croſs 
Deſpiſing ev'ry grief and loſs ; | | 
Since he deſpiſing pain and ſhame, 
Firſt took up his, and did the ſame, 
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Ihe Happy Man. 


H O W bleſs'd the man, how fully fo, 


As far as man is bleſs'd below, 
Who taking up his croſs eſſays 
To follow Jeſus all his days, 
With reſolution to obey, 


And ſteps enlarging in his way. 


The Father of the ſaints above 


Adopts him with a Father's love, 


And makes his boſom thronghly ſhine 


With wond'rous ſtores of grace divine; 


Sweet grace divine the pledge of joy _ 


That will his ſoul above employ ; 

Full joy, that when his time is done 
Becomes his portion as a ſon. 

Ahme ! the ſweet infus'd deſires 


The fervid wiſhes, holy fires, 
Which thus a melted heart refine, 


Such are his and ſuch be mine. 


From 


JJ 


It's 


It's 
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From hence deſpiſing all beſides, 
That earth reveals or ocean hides, 
All that men in either prize, 

On God alone he ſets his eyes. 

From hence his hope is on the wings, 
His health renews, his ſafety ſprings, 
His glory blazes up below, 

And all the ſtreams of comfort flow. 


He calls his Saviour King above 
Lord of mercy, Lord of love, 
And finds a kingly care defend, 

And mercy ſmile, and love deſcend, 
To chear, to guide him in the ways 
Of this vain world's deceitful maze : 
And tho? the wicked earth diſplay, 
It's terrors in their fierce array, 
Or gape fo wide that horrour ſhews 
It's hell replete with endleſs woes; 
Such ſuccour keeps him clear of Ill 
Still firm to good and dauntleſs ſtill, 


— 


(Tho' happy be the ſpacious name) 
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So fix'd, by Providence's hands 

A rock amidſt an ocean ſtands; 

So bears without a trembling dread 
The tempeſt beating round it's head, 
And with it's {ide repels the wave 
Whoſe hollow ſeems a coming grave; 
The ſkies the deeps are heard to roar 
The rock ſtands ſettled as before. 


I, all with whom he has to do, 


Admire the life which bleſſes you, 


That feeds a foe, that aids a friend, 


Without a bye deſigning end ; 


It's knowing real int'reſt lies 

On the bright fide of yonder ſkies, 
Where having made a title fair 

It mounts and leaves the world to care. 
While he that ſeeks for pleaſing days, 


In earthly joys and evil ways, 


Is but the fool of toil or fame, 
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And made by wealth, which makes him great, 


A more conſpicuous wretch of ſtate. 
The Way to Happineſs. 


H O W long ye miſerable blind 


Shall idle dreams engage your mind, 


How long the paſſions make their flight 
At empty ſhadows e, - 
No more in paths of error ſtray 
The Lord thy Jeſus is the way, 
The ſpring of happineſs, and where 
Shou'd men ſeek happineſs but there? L : 
Then run to meet him at your need 55 
Run with boldneſs, run with ſpeed, 
For he forſook his own abode 
To meet thee more than half the road. 
He laid aſide his radiant crown 
And love for mankind brought him down 
To thirſt and hunger, pain and woe, 
oy To wounds, to death it ſelf below, 


And 
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z And he that ſuffer'd theſe alone. 


For all the World, deſpiſes none. 


To bid the ſoul that's ſigk be clean 
To bring the loſt to life again 


To comfort thoſe that grieve for ill, 
Is his peculiar goodneſs ſtill, 

And as the thoughts of parents run 
Upon a dear and only ſon, 

So kind a love his mercies ſhew 

So kind and more extreamly fo, 


Thrice happy men (or find a phraſe 


That ſpeaks your bliſs with er oy ap 


Who moſt obedient to thy call 

Leaving pleaſures leaving all, 

With heart with ſoul, with ſtrength ;ndline 
O ſweeteſt Jeſu ! to be thine, 


Who know thy will, obſerve thy ways, 


And in thy ſervice ſpend their days: 
E'en death that ſeems to ſet them free 
But brings them cloſe; fill to thee. 


” a 2 G 2 


fd — © fond 
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The Comvert's Lost. 196 bak 


baim ttt to nin oft 12% Si 

LESSED Lightief ſaihts Or high al o 

Who fill the mãnſions 'of the fley,!- gem HA 

Sure defence, DEER ©! 1 2Þ891 fi FI 


Preſerves thy ſubjects-here from ill, d HA 
O my Jeſus: make mie know! 30 wg: f 9:12 Aft Alan 
How to pay the thanks j owe. 


3 4 
34 11 T int 92 MIOT I} 


As the fond deep this id ſtrays 361 bak 
With wanton play thro“ cb off £0105 1 
Which never hits the xoad bf home bn 
O'er Wilds of danger learns to roam F113 h 
Till weari'd out wich idle fer 
And paſſing there and an _ 3 
He will for reſt to overt 1 o 
And meet the wolf he with'd t o ſhun, 12 
Thus wretched I, thro” wanton will 
Run blind and headlong on in in? 
'T was thus from fin > fin! flew 

The Ang thus might have periſh'd tos; 4 
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But mercy Aropt the likeneſs here 
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And ſhew'dand\favid me ſtom o fear; 
While o'er the darkneſs of my mind 
The ſacrediſpirit purely ſhin d. 
And mark d and btight'n alle wii G 4 
Which leads to everlaſting da. 

And broke the thick'ning clouds of ii 

And fix'd the light of love: within. Een eine v iO 


228017 (43 80 101. 


From hence my raviſh'd ſoul — 
And dates the riſe f its defit es:: boot rt nf, 


From hence to; thee: my Godd . Jiturh: noma 7 4 


And fervent wiſhes day burner ei e 10100 | 
I burn thy glorious face to ſte 9 
And live in endleſs Jay with: thee. 10 big iI 


"ou F 
5150 0040107 Bü £1911 ging DOA 
There's 5 no ſuch ardent kind of flame TTY 


Between the lover, and, the. dame, 
Nor ſuch affection parents bear, 


To their young and only. heir, 1 ; 
Tho' join'd together both conſpire „ 


ul 


And boaſt a doubled force of fire, inn ban 
8 S YOQ YR HL" 45 409 | \ 
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My tender heart within it's ſeat 520. 0t¹ NH 
Diſſolves before the ſcorching . iv 9 
As ſoft' ning wax is taught to rn 
I the Aü— „%o 0 


0 my flame my . bein . 
Burn and purify my. ſtain, 


Warm me, burn me, day by day. 


Till you purge my earth away, 
Till at the laſt I throughly ſhine 
And turn a torch of love divine. 


A Defire to Praiſe. - 


ROPITIOUS Son of God to thee 
With all my foul 1 bend my knee, | 
My wiſh I ſend my want impart, 
And dedicate my mind and heart, 
For as an abſent parent's ſon 


| Whole ſecond year is only run 


Hhkg Wha 
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But mercy dropt the likeneſs here 

And ſhew'daud\favid me ſtom ty fear. 
While o'er the darkneſs of my mind 

The ſacrediſpirit purely ſbin d.. a] 
And mark'd,and bright ned allrthe waꝓỹỹ 
Which leads to everlaſting dar 


And broke the thick ning clouds of fin Y e 7 17 


End fix'd the light of love vn! Is ! 2325] vi O 
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From hence tor thee my Godd tur no! 1137 
And fervent wiſhesdayi] _ eiii Hi 


I burn thy gloriqus face to e 4 
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Between the lover and, die dame, 
Nor ſuch affection parents bear, 
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To their young and only heir, YON 
Tho' join'd together | both conſpire WY 
And boaſt a doubled force of fire, RP 
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My tender heart within it's ſcat 2150 ou 1 
Diſſolves before the ſcorching EN 4% Jo bio 
F As ſoft' ning wax is taught to run | {4/1 1, 47 


1 Before the 9 o 9d 40 
Wy O my game my y pleaſing p pain : 
- Burn and purify my. ſtain, 13 
= Warm me, burn me, day by day 
pin you purge my earth away, 
I Till at the laſt I throughly ſhine 


E | And turn a torch of love divine. 
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nA  ROPITIOUS Son of God to thee 
ol With all my ſoul I bend my knee, 


„My wiſh Ifend my want impart, 
{| Anddedicate my mind and heart, 
For asan abſent parent's fon 
- | Whoſe ſecond year is only run 
a T- oa When 
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And raiſe the flames of love with thine; 
Before thy pleaſures rightly priz d 
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When no protecting friend is naar 


Void of wit and void of fear, 79 
With things that hurt him fondly plays 


Or here he falls, or there he zn 
So ſhou'd my ſoul's eternal grep RS 
The facred ſpirit be deny'd, © es yn ] 
Thy ſervant ſoon the loſs wou'd know, 1 
And ſink i in ſin, or run to woe. F 


8 a . «, 
e 141 ; : 1 £ 
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O ſpirit bountifully Ron ĩͤ 4; 565 7 ] 
TY 


Sram, pole, ne 


Diſperſe my ſins with light divine 


Let wealth and. hongur be deſpis'd, 
And let the Father's glory bee 
More dear itſelf than life, to me. „„ 1 


Sing of Jeſus ! erer lng” = | os 1 
Him your everlaſting n 5 1 


Sing of Jeſus! chearful youth 3 


Him che God of loye and truth : 
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Write and raiſe a ſong divine 


Or come and hear, and borrow mine. | 


Son Eternal, word ſupreme _ 
Who made the univerſal frame, 
Heav'n and all it's ſhining ſhow 
Earth and all it holds below z = 
Bow with mercy bow thine ear 
While we ſing thy praiſes here, 
Son Eternal ever bleſs'd | 
Reſting on the Father's breaſt, 
Whoſe tender love for all provides, 
Whoſe power over all preſides ; 
Bow with pity, bow thine ear 
While we ſing thy praiſes, hear. 


Thou, by pity's ſoft extream, 


Mov'd, and won, and ſet on flame, 


Aſſum'd the form of man, and fell 
In pains, to reſcue man from hell; | 


How bright thine humble glories riſe. 


And match the luſtre of the ſkies, 


From 
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From death and hell's dejected ſtate 
Ariſing, thou reſum'd thy ſeat, 
And golden thrones of blifs prepar'd 

Above, to be thy _ reward. | 


How bright thy EFT bi riſe, 
And with new luſtre grace the ſkies. 
For thee, the ſweet ſeraphick Choir 
Raiſe the voice and tune the Lyre 
And praiſes with harmonious ſounds 


Through all 2 higheſt heay'n rebounds 


O make our notes with their” 5 agree 


And bleſs the ſouls that ſing of thee : : 


To thee, the churches here rejoice 


| The ſolemn organs aid the voice: 
To ſacred roofs the ſound we raiſe, 


The ſacred roofs reſound thy praiſe: 
And while our notes in one agree 


O!] bleſs the church that ſings to thee. 
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On Happineſs in this Like. 


4 £4 


HE morning opens very freſhly 2 
And life itſelf i is in the month of May. 
With green my fancy paints an arbour 9 8 

And flowrets with 1 thouſand colours more; 3 
Then falls t to weaving that, and ſpreading theſe | 
And foftly ſhakes them with an eaſy breeze. 
With golden fruit adortis the bending ſhade, 
Or trails à ſilver water 05 er it 8 
Glide, gentle water, Nil n more gent by 
While in this ſummer-bower, of bliſs I ye 
2 ſweetly | fing of ſenſe delighting flames, | 

nd*riympHis and ſheþht ers ſoft invented names, 
ns view the branches hid! around me twine 
And N their fruit, diffüſing prigktly wine. 
Or find new pleaſures irt the world to praiſe 


And ſtil with this return adorn my lays; 3 


« Range round your gardens of eternal ſpring * 


6 60 ä my ſenſes while I ea Lo ſing :"? 


* * ** þ 
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And acted witdly by the force öf wilt 


| * Charm a ſeaſon never made to Nay. - * | 
| My beauteous arbour will not ſtand a ſtoring ? 
| The world but promiſes, and can 't perform : g * 
18 TW Ot Lt: 
= Then fade ye leaves and vither all ye flow; rs, 
| Tu doat no longer i in enchanted bow” rs; 
N 5 
But ſadly mourn in meler: cho ſong, os 


| The vain conceits that held my foul ſo long. 
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= The lufts that tempt us with delyſive ſhows, 
5 And ſin brought forth for everlaſting woe. 
— ſhall the notes to forrow' 8 obje& rs. it 
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I tell my foul, it will be conſtant May, 1 


Be this the burthen cloſing, ev'ry ſtrains + A 
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\H E fleeting j joys which all affords below 


Work the fond heart with unperforming ſhow 
The wiſh that makes our happier life compleat 


Nor graſps the wealth, nor honours of the Great, 
Nor * ſails. on e s caly ſtream, _ | 


SS... 


Weak man, whoſe ans to hk alone 4 — 


Attend my pray 'r and learn to make it thine, - 


From thy rich throne, ROLE circling trains of light 


Make day that's endleſs, infinitely bright; 


Thence heav” aly Father ! thence with mercy dart | 


One beam of brightneſs to my longing heart. 
Dawn thro' the mind, drive Error's clouds away, 
And ſtill the rage in Paſſion's troubled ſe; 
That the poor baniſh'd ſoul, ſerene and free 

May riſe from earth to viſit heay* n and thee : 


I i } | | come, 


F. 


— 
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Come peace divine, ſhed gently from above, 


Inſpire my willing boſom, wond'rous love 
Thy purpl'd pinnions to my ſhoulders te 
And 21 the paſſage where 1 want to fly. : 


But whither, whither now ! what pow'rful * 

With this bleſs'd influence equa!s my deſire $ 

I riſe, (or love the kind deluder reigns 

And acts in fancy fluch inchanted ſcenes) 

Earth leſſ ning flies, the parting ſkies retreat; 
The fleecy clouds my waving feathers heat ; 
And now the ſun, and now the ſtars are gone, 
Vet Rill methinks the ſpirit bears me on, 
Where tracts of Ether, purer blue diſplay 

And edge the golden realm of native day. 


Oh! ftrange enjoyment of a bliſs unſeen ! 


Oh! raviſhment ! Oh ſacred rage within! [ 
Tumultuous pleaſure, rais-d on peace of mind, 
| Sincere, exceſſive, from the world refin'd ! 
ll I ſee the light that veils the throne on high, 
| A light, unpierc'd by man's impurer eye; 


1 


J hear 


. iy 
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I hear the words, that iſſuing thenice proclaim, 


„Let God's attendants praiſe his awful name!” 
"Then heads unnumber'd bend before the — 


Myſterious ſeat of Majeſty divine! 
And hands unnumber'd ſtrike the ſilver ſtring, 
And tongues unnumber'd Hallelujah ling. 


See, where the ſhining Seraphims appear 


| And fink their decent eyes with holy fear. 


See, flights of angels all their feathers raiſe 
And range the Orbs, and as they range they praiſe; 
Behold the great Apoſtles! ſweetly met 


And high on pearls of azure Ether ſer. 


Behold the Prophets full of heav*nly fire 
With wand'ring finger wake the trembling Lyre ; 
And hear the Martyrs tune, and all around, 


The Church triumphant makes the region ſound, 
With Harps of gold, with Bows of Ever: green 


With robes of white the pious Throngs are ſeen, 


Exalted anthems all their hours employ, 
And all is mulick and exoeſs of joy. 
Ei Charm'd 
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| Charm'd with the ſight I long to bear a part, 
The pleaſure flutters at my raviſh'd heart. 
Sweet ſaints and angels of the heav'nly choir, 
If love has warm'd you with celeſtial fire, 


Aſſiſt my words, and as they move along 


With Hallelujahs crown the burthen'd ſong. 


Father of all above, and all below r 
O Great and far beyond expreſſion fo, 


No bounds thy knowledge, none thy pow'r confine 1 
For pow'r and knowledge i in their ſource are thine ; - 


Around thee, glory ſpreads her golden wing ; . 
Sing, glitt ring angels, Hallehyah Os - 


Son of the Father, firſt begotten flow; 


E' er the ſhort meaſuring line of time begun, : 
The world has ſeen thy works, and joy'd to ſee 


The bright effulgence manifeſt in thee. 


The world muſt own thee, Love” zunfathom'd ſpring 


Sing, glitt'ring angels, Hallelujah ſing. 


_ Proceeding ſpirit, equally divine, 
In whom the Godhead's full perfections ſhine, 


n 


, . 


= 


ng 


ith 


And earth is heav'nly, where your gifts you bring, 
Sing glitt 9 angels, Hallelujah ſing. 


This world's got in, the thoughts of t*other? 8 croſt 
And the gay picture's in my fancy loſt? 


So from the ground aſpiring meteors go, | 


But their own bodies fink them in the ſky, 3 | 
| 
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With various graces, comforts unexpreſs'd L 
With holy tranſports you refine the breaſt, 


But where's my rapture, where my wond*rous 
heat, 
What interruption makes my bliſs retreat ? 


With what an eager zeal the conſcious ſoul 
Wou'd claim it's ſeat and ſoaring pals the pole g 
But our attempts theſe chains of earth reſtrain, | 


Deride our toil and drag us down again. 


And rank'd with planets light the world below; 


Whenthe warmth's gone that taughtthem how to fly; 


On 
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On Devine Love by Medi. 
tating on the Wounds o 


_— 


Chri 2 


Look with pity from above, 


Shed the precious purple tide 
From thine hands, thy feet, thy ſide, 


Let thy ſtreams of comfort roll 


Let them pleaſe and fill my ſoul. 


Let me thus for ever be 

Full of gladneſs, full of thee, 
This for which my wiſhes pine 

Is the cup of love divine, 
Sweet affections flow from hence, ; 
Sweet above the joys of ſenſe ; 
Bleſſed Philtre ! how we find 

It's ſacred worſhips, how the mind 


Of all the world forgetful grown, 
Can deſpiſe an earthly throne, | 


TOLY Jeſus! God of Love! 


— — 2 4 2 
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| Raiſe it's thoughts to Realms above, | 
Think of God, and ſing of love. 


Love Celeſtial, wond'rous heat 
O beyond expreſſion great 
What reſiſtleſs charms were thine : 
In thy good thy beſt deſign! 
When God was hated, Sin obey'd, 


And man undone without thy aid. 
From the ſeats of endleſs peace 
They brought the ſon, the Lord of grace, 
They taught him to receive a birth 

To cloath in fleſh, to live on earth, 
| And after lifted him on high, 


{| And taught him on the Croſs to die. 


_ Love Celeſtial ardent fire, 


Raiſe 


O extreme of ſweet deſire ! 


Spread thy brightly raging flame 


Thro' and over all my frame; 
Let it warm me let it burn, 
Let my corps to aſhes turn, 
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And miglit thy flame thus act with me 
To ſet the ſoul from body free, 


I next wou'd uſe thy wings and fly 
To meet my Jeſus in the ſky. 


Os Queen Aunt "2 Peace, 
Auno 17173. 201 


M 0 TH ER of en a of the ſkies 

Sweet Peace, the troubl d world's deſire, 
_ ariſe ; 

Around thy poet weave ihe ſummer ſhades, 

Within my fancy ſpread thy flow'ry meads, 

Amongſt thy train ſoft eaſe nd pleaſure bring, 


And thus indulgent ſooth me whilſt J ſing. 


Great Ann a claims the fong ; no brighter name, 


Adorns the liſt of never-dying fame, 


No fairer ſoul was ever form'd above, 
None e'er was more the grateful nation's love 


Nor 
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Nor lov'd the nation more. I fly with ſpeed © 
© Js ſing ſuch lines as BOLINGBROKE may read, 
On war diſpers'd, on faction trampled down, 
| Onall the peaceful glories of the crown. 

And if I fail in too confin'd a flight, 
May che kind world upon my labours write; 

% So fell the lines which ſtrove for endleſs fame, 
« Yet fell attempting on the nobleſt theme. 


Now twelve revolving years has Britain ſtood 
With loſs of wealth and vaſt expence of blood 
Europa's Guardian; ſtill her gallant arms 
Secur'd Europa from impending harms. 
Fair honour, full ſucceſs, and juſt applauſe, 
Purſu'd her marches, and adorn'd her cauſe; 
 Whilft Gaul, aſpiring to erect a throne 
e, Oeer other empires, trembled for her own, 
Bemoan'd her cities won, her armies ſlain, 
And ſunk the thought of univerſal reign. 
When thus reduc'd the world's Invaders lie \ 
as The fears which rack'd the nations, juſtly die: | 
„„ Ek: Pow'r 
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Pow'r finds it's balance, giddy motions ceaſe 


In both the ſcales, and each inclines to peace. 
This fair occaſion Providence prepares, 


To anſwer pious Anna's hourly pray'rs, 


Which ſtill on warm Devotion“ wings aroſe, 


And hin Heav'n obtain'd the world's * 


Within the vaſt expanſion 4 the "= | 


Where Orbs of gold in fields of Azure lie, 


A glorious palace ſhines. whoſe ſilver ray: 0; 


Serenely flowing lights the milky way, 


The road of angels. Here with ſpeedy care 


The ſummon'd Guardians of the world repair. 


When Britain's Angel on the meſſage ſent 

Speaks Anna'spray'rs and Heaven's ſupream intent, 

That war's deſtructive arm ſhou'd humble Gaul, 

Spain's parted realms to diff rent monarchs fall, 

The grand alliance crown'd with glory ceaſe, 

And joyful Europe find the ſweets of peace. 

He ſpoke : the ſmiling hopes of man's repoſe, 8 

The j Joy that ſprings from certain hopes arole | 
Diffuſive | 


nt, 
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| Diffuſive o'er the place ; complacent airs 
Sedately ſweet were heard within the ſpheres ; 

And bowing all adore the ſovereign mind, 
And fly to execute the work deſign'd. 


This done, the Guardian on the wing repairs 
Where Anxa fat revolving publick cares 
With deep concern of thought, Unſeen he ſtood 
Preſenting peaceful images of good 


On Fancy's airy ſtage, returning Trade, 


A ſunk Exchequer fill'd, an Army paid, 


The fields with men, the men with plenty bleſs'd 


The towns with riches, and the world with reſt, 
Such pleaſing objects on her boſom play, 


And give the dawn of glory's golden day, 
When all her labours at their harveſt ſnewn 


Shall in her ſubjects joy compleat her own. 
Then breaking ſilence, tis enough ſhe cries, 


That war has rag' d to make the nations wiſe. 


Heav'n proſpers armies whilſt they fight to ſave, 


| And thirſt of further fame deſtroys the brave; 
SC -I- 


KK 2 p 


252 PARNEL Ls POEMS, 


The vanquiſh*d Gauls are humbly pleas'd to live, 
And but eſcap'd the chains they meant to give. 

| Now let the pow'rs be ſtill'd and each poſleſs'd 
Of what ſecures the common ſafety beſt. 


| So ſpake the Queen, then fill d with warmth divine 


She call'd her Oxrokp to the grand deſign ; 

Her Oxroꝝp prudent in affairs of ſtate, 

Profoundly thoughtful, manifeſtly great 

In ev'ry turn, whoſe ſteddy temper ſteers 
Above the reach of gold or ſhock of fears; 

Whom no blind chance, but merit underſtood 

By frequent tryals, pow'r of doing good, 

And will to execute, advanc'd on high, 

O ſoul created to deſerve the ſky! 

And make the nation, crown'd with glory, ſee, 

How much it rais'd itſelf by railing thee ! 

Now let the ſchemes which labour in thy breaſt 

The long Alliance bleſs with laſting reſt: 

Weigh all pretences with impartial laws, 


And fix the ſep'rate Int'reſts of the cauſe. 


Theſe 
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| Theſe toils the graceful BoLinosroOKE attends, 
A Genius faſhion'd for the greateſt ends, 


Whoſe ſtrong perception takes the ſwifteſt flight, 
And yet it's ſwiftneſs ne'er obſcures it's ſight : _ 
When ſchemes are fix'd, and each aſſignꝰd a part, 

None ſerves his country with a nobler heart, 


Juſt thoughts of honour all his mind controul, 


| And Expedition wings his lively ſoul. 
On ſich a Patriot to confer the Truſt, 


| The Monarch knows it ſafe as well as juſt. 


Then next proceeding in her Agents choice 


And ever pleas'd that worth obtain the voice, 
She from the liſt of high-diſtinguiſh'd fames 


With pious BRISTOW gallant STRAFFORD names: 


One form'd to ſtand a church's firm ſupport, 
The other fitted to adorn a court, 5 
Both vers'd in buſineſs, both of fine addreſs 
By which experience leads to great ſucceſs: 
And both to diſtant lands the Monarch ſends, 
And to their conduct Europe's peace commends. 
| | Now 
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Now ſhips unmoor'd to waft her Agents o'er 
Spread all their ſail, and quit the flying ſhore. 
The foreign Agents reach th' appointed place 
. The Congreſs opens, and it will be peace. 
Methinks the war like ſtormy winter flies, 
When fairer months unveil the blueiſh ſkies, 
A flow'ry world the ſweeteſt ſeaſon ſpreads, | 
And doves with branches flutter round their heads. 


Half-peopled Gaul whom num'rous ills deſtroy 
With wiſhful heart attends the promis'd joy. 
For this prepares the Duke——ah ſadly ſlain 


*Tis grief to name him whom we mourn in vain ; 
No warmth of verſe repairs the vital flame, 

For verſe can only grant a life in fame, 

Yet cou'd my praiſe like ſpicy odours ſhed 

In everlaſting ſong embalm the dead, 

To realms that weeping heard the loſs I'd tell, 
What courage, ſenſe, and faith, with BR ANDON fell, 


But Britain more than one for glory breeds, 
And poliſh'd TaLsor to the charge ſucceeds, 
. Whoſe 
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Whoſe fer- projecting thoughts maturely clear 
Like glaſſes draw their diſtant objects near. 
Good Parts by gentle breeding much refin'd, 
And ſtores of learning grace his ample mind, 
A cautious virtue regulates his ways, 

And Honour gilds them with a thouſand rays. 
To ſerve his nation at his Queen's command, 
He parts commiſſion'd for the Gallick land : 
With pleaſure Gaul beholds him on her ſhore 
And learns to love a name ſhe fear'd before, 


Once more aloft there meet for new debates 
The Guardian Angels of Europa's ſtates : 

And mutual concord ſhines in ev'ry face 

And ev'ry boſom glows with hopes of peace 
While Britain's ſteps in one conſent they praiſe 
Then gravely mourn their other realms delays, 
Their doubtfulclaims through ſeas of blood purſu'd, 
Their fears that Gallia fell but half ſubdu'd, 

And all the reaſ'nings which attempt to ſhew 
That war ſhou'd ravage in the world below. 
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« Ah fall'n eftate of man! can rage delight ! 1 


« Wounds pleaſe the tongs or ruin charm the | 


. fie! 
& Ambition make unlovely miſchief fair! 
«<< Or ever Pride be Providence's care 
«© When ſtern Oppreſlors range the bloody field, 
«« *Tis juſt to conquer and unfafe to yield: 
<< There fave the nations ; but no more purſue 
Nor in thy turn become Oppreſſor too. 5 
Our rebel angels for Ambition fell, 
And war in Heav'n produc'd a Fiend in hell. 
Thus with a ſoft concern for man's repoſe 

The tender Guardians j join to moan our woes, 
Then awful riſe, combin'd with all their might, 
To find what Fury ſcap'd the den of night. 
The pleaſing labours of their love withſtands, 
And ſpreads a wild diſtraction o'er the lands. 
Their glitt'ring pinnions ſound in yielding air, 


And watchful Providence approves the care.] 


In 
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In F landria's Gil where Comes have marks 4 the 
plain, 
The Fiend, 3 Diſcord, ix 'd her? reign b Bi: + 
A tent her royal-ſeat. With full reſort | 
Stern ſhapes of Horrour throng'd her Nan court, 
Blind Miſchief, Ambuſh cloſe concealing Ire, 
Loud Threat'nings, Ruin arm'd with ſword and fire, 


. . 1 
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Aſſaulting Fierceneſs, Anger wanting breath, -- 


High Red'ning Rage, and Various Forms of death, 
Dire Imps of darkneſs, whom with Gore fhe fedds 
When war beyond it's point of Good proceeds; 
In Gallick armour, call'd with alter'd name 


Great love of Empire, to the field ſhe came 


Now, ſtill ſupporting Feud, ſhe ftrives beats 1 
Beneath that name, and only change the ſide :. 


But as ſhe whirl'd the rapid wheels arounl! 


Where mangl'd limbs in heaps pollute the lee, 
A ſullen Joyleſs Sport,) with ſearching 96 

The ſhining Chiefs regard her as they fly, 1 
Then hov'1 ring, dart their beams of heav 'nly light, 
She ſtarts, the Fury ſtands confeſs'd to fight, 155 


43 And 


She ſhed her venom o'er the troubled land. 
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And grieves to leave the ſoil, and yells aloud, 


Her Yells are anſwer'd by the Sable Crowd, 


And all on Bat-like wings (if Fame be true) 


From Chriſtian lands to Northern climates flew. 


But riſing murmours from Britania's ſhore | 


With ſpeed recal her watchful Guardian o'er. 


He ſpreads his pinions, and approaching near, 
Theſe hints in ſcatter'd words aſſault his ear, 


The People's Pow'r—The Grand Alliance croſs'd ; 
The Peace is ſep'rate—— Our Religion's loſt. : | 


Led by the Blatant voice along the ſkies, 

He comes where Faction over cities flies; 

A talking Fiend whom ſnaky locks diſgrace, 
And num'rous mouths deform her duſky face, 


Whence Lies are utter'd, Whiſper ſoftly ſounds, pony 


Sly! Doubts amaze, or Innuendo wounds. 
Within her arms are heaps of Pamphlets ſeen, 


And theſe blaſpheme the Saviour, thoſe the een ; 


Aſſociate Vices : thus with tongue and hand 


Now 
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Now vex d that Diſcord and the Baneful Train 
That tends on Diſcord, fled the neighb'ring plain, 
She rag'd to madneſs: when the Guardian came, 
And downwards drove her with a ſword of flame. 
A mountain gaping to the Nether Hell 
Receiv'd the Fury railing as ſhe fell : 

The mountain cloſing o'er the Fury lies, 

And ſtops her paſſage where ſhe means to riſe, 
And when ſhe ſtrives, or ſhifts her ſide for eaſe, 
All Britain rocks amidſt her circling ſeas. | 


Now Peace returning after tedious woes 
Reſtores the comforts of a calm repoſe : 
Then bid the Warriors ſheath their ſan cuin'd arm 
Bid Angry Trumpets ceaſe to ſound Alarms, 
Guns leave to thunder in the tortur'd air, 

Red ſtreaming colours furl around the ſpear, 
And each contending realm ao longer jarr, 
But pleas'd wirh reſt unharneſs all the war. 


She comes the Bleſſing comes, where'er ſhe moves 
New ſpringing Beauty all the land iniproves : 
„„ . More 
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And grieves to leave the foil, and yells aloud, 
Her Yells are anſwer'd by the Sable Crowd, 
And all on Bat- like wings (if Fame be true) 
From Chriſtian lands to Northern climates flew, 


But riſing murmours from Britania's ſhore 
With ſpeed recal her watchful Guardian o'er. 
He ſpreads his pinions, and approaching near, 
Theſe hints in ſcatter'd words aſſault his ear, 


The People's Pow'r—The Grand Alliance croſs d 


The Peace is ſep'rate—— Our Religion's loſt. 
Led by the Blatant voice along the ſkies, | 

He comes where Faction over cities flies; 

A talking Fiend whom ſnaky locks diſgrace, 

And num'rous mouths deform her duſky face, 

Whence Lies are utter d, Whiſper ſoftly ſounds, 

Sly Doubts amaze, or Innuendo wounds. 

Within her arms are heaps of Pamphlets ſeen, h 


And theſe blaſpheme the Saviour, thoſe the Queen; 


Aſſociate Vices : thus with tongue and hand 
She ſhed her venom o'er the troubled land, 


Now 
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Now vex'd that Diſcord and the Baneful Train 
That tends on Diſcord, fled the neighb'ring plain, 

She rag'd to madneſs : when the Guardian came, 
And downwards drove her with a ſword of flame. 
A mountain gaping to the Nether Hell 
Receiv'd the Fury railing as ſhe fell : 

The mountain cloſing o'er the Fury lies, 

And ſtops her paſſage where ſhe means to riſe, 

And when ſhe ftrives, or ſhifts her ſide for eaſe, 

All Britain rocks amidſt her circling ſeas. 


Now Peace returning after tedious woes 
Reſtores the comforts of a calm repoſe : 
Then bid the Warriors ſheath their ſanguin'd arm 
Bid Angry Trumpets ceaſe to found Alarms, 
Guns leave to thunder in the tortur'd air, 
Red ſtreaming colours furl around the ſpear, 
And each contending realm ao longer jarr, 
But pleas'd wirh reſt unharneſs all the war. 
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She comes the Bleſſing comes, where'er ſhe moves 
New ſpringing Beauty all the land improves: 
= LETS <<: .--_ 
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More heaps of: fragrant flow'rs the field adorn, 
More ſweet the Birds ſalute the Roſy Morn, 
More lively Green refreſhes all the leaves, 

And in.the Breeze the corn mors thickly waves. 


She comes the Bleſſing comes in eaſy ſtate, 
And Forms of Brightneſs all around her wait: 
Here ſmiling Safety with her boſom bare 
Securely walks, and chearful Plenty there; 
Here wond'rous Sciences with Eagles fight, 


There Liberal Arts which make the world pots, 5 


And open Traffick joining hand in hand 
With honeſt Induſtry, approach the land. 


o welcome long defir'd and 5 15 found ! ! 
Here fix thy ſeat upon the Britiſh ground, 
Thy Shining Train around the Nation ſend, 
While by degrees the loading Taxes end : 
While Caution calm yet {till prepar'd for arms 


And Foreign Treaties, gaurd from foreign harms : 


While equal Juſtice hearing ev'ry cauſe 
Makes ev'ry Subject join to love the laws, 
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Where Britain's Patriots in Council meet 

Let publick ſafety reſt at ANNA's feet: 
Let Oxrogp's ſchemes the Path to Plenty bew 
And through the realm increaſing Plenty go. 
Let Arts and Sciences in glory riſe, | 
þ And pleas'd the world has leiſure to be wiſe, 
Around their OxrorD and their Sr. Joh ſtand, 
Like Plants that flouriſh by the Maſler's hand: 

And ſafe in hope the ſons of Learning wait 

Where Learning's Self has fix'd her fair retreat. 
Let Traffick cheriſh'd by the Senate's care 

On all the ſeas employ the waſting air: 
And Induftry with circulating wing 
Through alt the land the goods of Traffick bring. 
The Bleſſings ſo diſpos'd will long abide, 
Since Anna reigns, and HARLR's thoughts preſide z 
Great OxMoxp's arms the ſword of Caution wield, 
And hold Britania's broad-proteCting Shield ; 
Bright BOLINGBROKE | and worthy DARTMOUTH 
treat 

By fair diſpatch with ev "Fl foreign State z 
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And HaRcoOURT's knowledge equitably ſhewn 
Makes Juſtice call his firm Decrees her own, 


Thus all that Poet's fanci'd Heav'n of old 
May for the Nation's preſent Emblem hold: 
There Jove imperial ſway'd ; Minerva wiſe, 
And Phoebus eloquent, adorn'd the ſkies ; | 
On Arts Cyllenius fix*d his full delight, 


Mars rein'd the War, and Themis judg'dthe Right: 


All mortals once beneficently great, ; 
(As Fame reports) and rais'd in Heav'nly State; 

Yet ſharing labours, ſtill they ſhun'd repoſe, 
Too ſhed the bleſſings down by which they roſe. 


Illuſtrious Queen how Heav'n hath heard thy 
pPray'rs, | 
What ſtores of Happineſs attend thy Cares ! 
A Church in ſafety fix'd, a State in reſt, 
A Faithful Miniſtry, a People bleſs d, 
And Kings ſubmiſſive at thy foot-ſtool thrown, 
That others Rights reſtore, or beg their own. 


Now 
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Now rais'd with thankful mind ; and tolling flow 


In grand Proceſſion to the temple go, 

By ſhow-white Horſes drawn ; while ſounding Fame 
Proclaims thy coming, Praiſe exalts thy name, 
Fair Honour dreſs'd in robes adorns thy ſtate, 
And on thy Train the crowded Nations wait, 
Who preſling view with what a temper'd grace 
The looks of Majeſty compoſe thy face, 1 
And mingling Sweetneſs ſhines, or how thy dreſs 
And how thy Pomp an inward Joy confeſs, 

Then fill'd with Pleaſures to thy glory due 

With Shouts the Chariot moving on purſue. 


As when the Phcenix from Arabia flown, 

(If any Phoenix were like Anna known,) 
His ſpice at Phoebus Shrine prepar'd to lay, 
 Where'er their Monarch cut his airy way 
The gath'ring Birds around the Wonder flew, 
And much admir'd his Shape and much his Hue, 
The tuft of Gold that glow'd above his head, 
His ſpacious Train with golden feathers ſpread, 
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His gilded Boſom ſpeck'd with purple pride, 
And both his Wings in gloſſy purple dy'd : 
He ſtill purſues his way, with wond'ring eyes 
The Birds attend, and follow where he flies. 


Thrice happy Britains, if at laſt you know, | 
*Tis leſs to conquer than to want a foe ; 
That Triumphs ſtill are made for War” 8 ; decreaſe; 
When Men by Conqueſt riſe to views of Peace $ 
That over Toils for Peace i in view we run, 


Which gain'd , the World is pleas'd, and War is 


done. Fo Eg 
Fam' d . 8 field, . noble * 


BLARECNI's deſperate act of gallant heat, 

Or wond'rous WIx EN D ALR, are war purſu'd - 
By wounds and deaths 9 3 with blood 

embru'd; 7 

But good Be to ade the world be till. 

With human Grace adorns the needful III. 

This end obtain'd we cloſe the Scenes of rage 

And gentler Glories deck the riſing age. 


Such 
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Such gentler Glories, ſuch reviving days, 
The Nation's wiſhes, and the Stateſman's praiſe, 
Now pleas'd to ſhine in golden Order throng, . : 
Demand our Annals and enrich our Song. 5 
Then go where Albion” s Cliffs approach the ies, 
(The Fame of Albion ſo deſerves to riſe) _ 
And deep engrav'd for Time "ill Time ſhall ceaſe, 
Upon the Stones their fair Inſcription place. 
Iberia rent, the Pow r of Gallia broke, 5 
| Batavia reſcu'd from the threat ned Yoke, | 455 
The royal Auſtrian rais d, his Realms reſtor d, 5 
Great Britain arm'd, triumphant and ador'd, _- 
It's State enlarg'd, I s Peace reſtor'd again, | 


Are 1 all e ANNA' 5 Reign, Tt 


ELTSIUM.. 


N airy | Gelds. the fields of blik . | 
Where Woods of Myrtil, ſet by Maro, grow R 
Where Graſs beneath, and Shade diffus'd above 


Refreſh the Feyers of diſtracted love: : f 
M m There 
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There at a Sokittin Tide the Beauries, lain 
By tender paſſion, act their Fates again, 


Thro' gloomy light, that juſt betrays the ae | 
In Org es, all diſconſolately rove: 


They range the Reeds, and o'er the Poppies ſweep, 
That nodding bend beneath their load of * 
B lakes ſubiiding with a gentle face, 
And rivers gliding with a ſilent Pace ; 5 
Where Kings and Swains, by ancient authors ſung, 
Now chang d to flow'rets oer the margin hung; 
The Self. Admirer, white Narciſſus, ſo 7 
| Fades at the brink, his. picture fades below : * 
In belk of Azure, Hyacinth aroſe, _ 
In Crimſon painted, young Adonis'glows, 
The fragrant Crocus ſhone with golden flame 
And leaves inſcrib'd with Ajax haughty name. 
A fad Remembrance brings their lives to view 
And with their Paſſion, makes their tears renew, | 
Unwinds the years, and lays the former ſcene 
Where, after death, they live fordeaths again. 
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Loſt by the glories of her lovers ſtate 
Deluded Semele bewails her fate, 


And runs and ſeems to burn, the flames ariſe 
And fan with idle fury as ſhe flies, 


The lovely Cznis, whoſe tt ſhape 
Secur' d her honour from a ſecond rape, 
| Now moans the firſt, with ruffl'd dreſs appears, 
Feels her whole ſex return, and bathes with tears. 


I' be jealous Procris wipes a ſeeming wound, 

| Whoſe trickling Crimſon dyes the buſhy ground, 
| Knows the fad ſhaft, and calls before ſhe go, 

To kiſs the fav'rite hand that gave the blow. 

Where Ocean feigns a rage, the Seſtian Fair 

| Holds a dim Taper from a Tow'r of air; 

A noiſeleſs wind aſſaults the wav'ring light, 

The Beauty tumbling mingles with the night, 


Where curling Shades for rough Leucate roſe, | 
With love diſtracted tuneful Sapho goes, 
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Sings to mock Clifts a melancholy lay, 
And with a Lover S Leap * the ſea. 


1 he ad Eryphile retreats to moan, : 


What wrought her Huſband's death and caus'd bs 


own, 
Surveys the Glitt'ring Veil the bribe of fate, 


And tears the Shadow, but ſhe tears too late, 


In thin Deſign, and airy Picture, fleet 
The Tales that ſtain the royal houſe of Crete; 
To court a lovely Bull Paſiphae flies, 
The ſnowy Phantom feeds before her eyes. 
Loſt Ariadne raves, the Thread ſhe bore 
Trails on unwinding, as ſhe walks the ſhore. 
And Phædra deſp'rate ſeeks the lonely groves, 
To read her guilty Letter while ſhe roves ; 
Red ſhame confounds the firſt, the ſecond wears 
A ſtarry Crown, the third a Halter bears. 
Fair Leodamia mourns her nuptial night 
Of Love defrauded by the thirſt of fight, 
| | Yet 
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Yet for another, as deluſive cries 
And dauntleſs ſees her Heroe's Ghoſt ariſe, 


| Here Thiſbe, Canace and Dido ſtand 

All arm'd with ſwords, a fair but angry Band 
This ſword a Lover own'd ; a Father gave 
The next; a Stranger chanc'd the laſt to leave. 


And there e' en ſhe, the Goddeſs of the Grove 
Join'd with the Phantom-Fairs, affects to rove, 
As once, for Latmos, ſhe forſook the Plain 

| To ſteal the Kiſſes of a flumb'ring ſwain : 

Around her head a Starry Fillet twines 

And at the front a Silver Creſcent ſhines. 


Theſe and a thouſand, and a thouſand more 
With facred rage, recal the pangs they bore, 
Strike the deep Dart afreſh, and aſk relief, 
Or ſooth the wound, with ſoft'ning words of Grief, 
At ſuch a tide unheedful love invades 
The dark Receſſes of the madding Shades, 
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Thro? long deſcent he fans the fogs around, 
His purple feathers, as he flies, reſound. 
The nimble Beauties crouding all to gaze, 


Perceive the common Troubler of their eaſe ; 


Tho' dulling Miſts and dubious Day deſtroy | 
The fine appearance of the flutt'ring boy, 


Tho! all the Pomp, that glitters at his ſide 5 


The Golden Belt, the Claſp and Quiver hide; 
And tho' the Torch appear a Gleam of white 
That faintly ſpots and moves in haizy Night 
Vet ſtill they know the God, the general Foe 
And threatning lift their airy hands below. 


From hence they lead him where a Myrtle ſtood 


The ſaddeſt Myrtle in the mournful Wood, 
Devote to vex the Gods, *twas here before, 
Hell's awful Empreſs ſoft Adonis bore. 


When the young Hunter ſcorn'd her graver Air - 


And only Venus warm'd his ſhadow there. 


Fix'd to the Trunk the tender Boy they bind, 


They cord his feet beneath, his hands behind ; 


An 
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He mourns, but vainly mourns his angry Fate 
For Beauty ſtill relentleſs acts in Hate. 

Tho? no offence be done no Judge be nigh 

Love muſt be guilty by the common cry : 
For all are pleas'd, by partial Paſſion led 
To ſhift their follies on another's head. 


Now ſharp Reproaches ring their ſhrill Alarms, 
And all the Heroines brandiſh all their n i 


And ev'ry Heroine makes it her Decree 


That Cupid ſuffer juſt the ſame as ſhe, 
T0 fix the deſp'rate Halter one affay'd, - 

One ſeeks to wound him with an empty Blade: 
Some headlong hang the nodding Rocks of Air, 

| They fall in Fancy, and he feels Deſpair. 
Some toſs the hollow Seas around his head, 

| (The Seas that want a Wave afford a dread.) 

Or ſhake the Torch, the ſparkling Fury flies, 
And flames that never burn'd afflict his eyes. 


The burn Myrrha burſts her rended womb, 
And drowns his viſlage i. in a moiſt Perfume. 


While 
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While Others, ſeeming mild, adviſe to wound 13 ST 
With hum*rous Pains by ſly Deriſion found, = H 
That prickling Bodkins teach the blood to flow, Fi 
From whence the Roſes firſt begin to glow. 5 'T! 
Or in their Flames to ſinge the Boy prepare 10 | Fr 
That all ſhou'd chuſe by wanton Fancy where, | Nc 


| © The lovely Venus, with a bleeding breaſt, | 
She too, ſecurely thro* the Circle preſt, be Th 


Forgot the Parent, urg'd his haſty fate, . 7 
And ſpurr'd the female Rage beyond Debate; An 
O'er all her ſcenes of Frailty ſwiftly runs, To 
Abſalves herſelf, and makes the Crime her ſon's, I An 
That claſp'd i in chains with Mars ſhe chanc'd to le, = Th 
A noted Fable of the laughing Skie ; 8 Th 
That from her Love's intemp'rate heat began, 2 
Sicanian Eryx born a ſavage man; ; 
The looſe Priapus, and the Monſter- wight Wi 
In whom the Sexes ſhamefully unite. Wh 
For 

Nor words ſuffice the Goddeſs of the Fai air | The 
She ſnaps the roſy Wreath that binds her hair, I And 


Then 
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| Then on the God, who fear'd a fiercer woe, : 
Her hands unpitying dealt the frequent Blow: 
From all his tender ſkin a purple Dew © 
The dreadful ſcourges of the Chaplet drew, 
From whence the Roſe, by Cupid ting'd before 
Now, doubly tin ging, flames with luſtre more. 


Here ends their wrath, the Bun ſeems ſevere 1 | 
The ſtrokes unfit for little Love to bear .—- | 

| To fave their Foe the melting Beauties fly, 6 
And, .cruel Mother, ſpare thy Child they cry. g pw 
To Love's account they plac'd their death of late | 
And now transfer, the ſad account to Fate: | | 


— 
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The Mother pleas'd beheld the ſtorm aſlwage, 
| Thank'd the calm Mourners, and diſmiſs'd her rage. 


Thus Fancy once in duſky ſhade expreſs'd 
With empty Terrors work'd the time of Reſt. 
Where Wretched Love endur'd a world of woe, 
For all a Winter's length of night below. 
Then ſoar'd, as Sleep diſſolv'd, unchain*d away, 15 
And thro' the Port of Iy'ry reach'd the day. | l1 
Nn 5 = - 
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As mindleſs of their rage, he ſlowly fails D 
On Pinnions cumber'd in the miſty Vales, = 
(Ah fool to Light!) the Nymphs no more obey, I © 
Nor was this Region ever his to ſway : A, 
Caſt in a deep*n'd Ring they cloſe the Plain, A 
And ſeize the God, reluctant all in vain. >: 
7 TE ; 

7 * Hume of Paris. | + 

M 
V 11 E R E waving ] Pines the brows of Ida In 
5 ſhade, A 
The ſwain young Paris half ſupinely laid, 

Saw the looſe Flocks thro” ſhrubs unnumber'd rove Ar 
And Piping calbd them to the gladded grove. 5 W 
Tas there he met the Meſſage of the ſkies; . 

T hat 8 Judge of N deal the Prize. 

The Meſige known, one Love with anxious Tl 

2 mind, 5 4219 wot 17 9 Ye 
To make his Mother grad the' time e alien d, 4 

r 
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. 2 . 


Henan n white e and trac'd the 
pair nn: 1 5 

That wheel her Charioyi in hs Rate 8 

A golden Bow, behind, his:ſhoulder bends, - ; 

A golden Quiver at his ſide depends, 

Pointing to theſe he nods, with,,. Fearleſs State, 

And bids her ſafely meet the grand Debate. 

Another Love proceeds with anxious care 

To make his Iv ry fleek the ſhining hair, | 

Moves the looſe Curls and bids the F orchead bew 

In full Expanſion all it's native ſnow. f 

A third enclaſps the many colour'd Ceſt 

And rul'd by Fancy ſets the filver Veſt, 

When to her Sons with interming]'d fighs 

The Goddeſs of the roſy * TR 

*Tis now my darling boys a time to ſhew 


The love you feel, the filial aids you owe : 
Yet would we think that any dar'd to ſtrive 


For Charms, when Venus and her Loves alive ? 
Or ſhould the prize of beauty be deni'd, 

| Has Beauty' S Empreſs ought to boaſt befide ? 

| N. n And 
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And ting d with Poiſon, pleaſing while it harms 


My Darts I truſted to your infant arms, 
If, when your hands have arch'd the golden Bow 


The World's great Ruler bending owns the blow, | 


Let no contending Form invade my due, 

7 Juno? s Mein, nor Pallas Eyes of blew. 
But grac'd with Triumph, to the Paphian ſhore, 
Your Venus bears the Palms of Conqueſt o'er. 
And joyful ſee my hundred Alters here 
With coltly Gums E the wanton air. 


While thus the Cupids hear the e 4 
The groves reſounded where a Goddeſs came. 
The warlike Pallas march'd with mighty ſtride 
Her Shield forgot, her Helmet laid aſide. | 
Her Hair unbound, in curls and order flow d, 

And Peace, or ſomething like, her Viſage ſhew'd ; 
So with her eyes ſerene and hopeful haſte, | 
The long ſtretch'd Allys of the Wood ſhe trac'd. 
But where the Woods a ſecond Entrance found, 
With Scepter'd Pomp, and Golden Glory crown'd 


The 


W uw 
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| The ſtately Juno ſtalk'd, to reach the Seat, 55 Fal 
And hear the Sentenee in the laſt Debate. 
And long, ſeverely long reſent the Grove 
In this, what boots i it, ſhe's the wife of Jove. 8 5 


Arm'd with a Grace at enarh, ſecure to win; 
The lovely Venus ſmiling enters in; 8 
All ſweet and ſhining near the Youth ſhe drew, 
Her Roſy Neck ambroſial odours threw 

The ſacred Scents diffus'd among the leaves, 


Ran down the Woods and fill'd their hoary Caves; 


The Charms, ſo am'rous all, and each fo great, 
The conquer'd Judge no longer keeps his Seat, 
Oppreſs'd with Light, he drops his weary'd eyes 
And fears he ſhould de thought to doubt the Prize, 


Bacchus or the Drunken Me- 


tamorpho fer. 


s Bacchus ranging at his libre, 
| (Io Bacchus king of Pleaſure) 
Charm'd the wide world with Drink and Dances, 


And all his thouſand airy Fancies, = 
LE Alaſs 
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Alaſs 1 he quite forgot the while : f 


His fav'rite Vines in Leſbos Ille. 


The God returning eber er they dy 'd, 


Ah! ſee my jolly Fawns he cry'd, 
The Leaves but hardly born are red 


And the bare Arms for pity ſpread : 


The Beaſts afford a rich Manure, + 
Fly my Boys to bring the Cure, 
Up the Mountains, o'er the Vales; 


Thro' the Woods, and down the Dales 5 ahh £1 


For this, if full the Cluſter grow, 
Tour * ſhall body overflow. 


80 ts A more 8 haſte, 


They bring the Dungs of ev'ry Beaſt, 
The Loads they wheel, the Roots they bear 


They lay the rich, Manure with care 
While oft he calls to labour hard, 
And names as oft the red Reward, 


N 
* * 
; _ 
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The thick ning Cluſters load the Year 
The Seaſon ſwiftly Purple grew, 


The Plants refreſh'd, new Leaves appear 


The Grapes hung dangling, deep with Blue, 


A Vineyard ripe, a Day ſerene, 

Now call them all to Work again 

The Fawns thro? ev'ry Furrow ſhoot, 

To load their Flaſkets with the Fruit, | 

And now the Vintage early trod, 
The Wines invite the jolly God. 


Strow the Roſes, raiſe the Song, 


See the Maſter comes along; 


Lufty Revel joyn'd with Laughter, 

Whim and Frolick follow after. ws 

The Fawns aſide the Vats remain, 5 

To ſhew the Work and reap the Gain. 
All around, and all around, 

| They ſit to riot on the ground. 

A Veſſel ſtands amidſt the Ring 

And there they laugh, and there they ſing ; 


Or 
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Or riſe a jolly jolly Band, 8 0 
And dance about it hand in hand. 1 
Dance about and ſhout amain 7 . 

Then ſit to laugh and ſing again, 


; Thus they drink and thus they play 4 
| The Sun and all their Wits away. 8 
| But as an antient Author ſung 5 a 
De Vine manur'd with ev'ry Dung | ol ©. 1 
F rom ev'ry Creature ſtrangely drew 5 1 
A Tang of brutal Nature too. ” | v 
»T was hence in drinking on the Lawns, oy 
New turns of Humour ſeiz'd the Fawns. 8 

Here one was crying out by Jove, 
Another fight me in the Grove, | 2 
This wounds a Friend, and that the Trees, | A 
The Lyon's Temper reign'd in theſe. - 
Another grins and leaps about, Ft 
And keeps a merry world of Rout, T 


| And talks impertinently free, 
And twenty talk the ſame as he, 


Chatt*ring 
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Chatt'ring, Idle, Airy, Kind, 

| Theſe take the Monkey's turn of mind 

Here one who ſaw the Nymphs that ſtood 
To peep upon them from the Wood 
Skulks off to try if any Made 

Be lagging late beneath the Shade 

While looſe Diſcourſe another is” 

In naked Nature's plaineſt Phraiſes; ; 

And ev'ry Glaſs he drinks enjoys” | 


With change of Nonſenſe Luſt and Noiſe * 


Mad and careleſs hot and vain, 
Such as theſe the Goat retain, 7 


Another drinks and caſts it up; / 

And drinks and wants another Cup; 

Is very ſilent and ſedate, . 

Ever long and ever late. 

Full of Meats and full of Wine, 

This takes his Temper from a Sine; 
B:: 
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There ſome who hardly ſeem to bret. 
Drink and hang the Jaw beneath; Ber 


Gaping, tender, apt to weep, 
Their Nature's alter d b the Sheep, 


*T'was thus « one ani all the Crew 


Uf what the Poets ſay be true: 

While Bacchus made the merry Feaſt 
Inclin'd to one or other Beaft, . 
And ſince, tis ſaid for many a Mile, 

He ſpread * Vines of Leſbas *** 7 


gh; - RIDDLE. 


PON a Bed of humble clay 


In all her Garments loſe 
A Proſtitute my Mother We 197 of 


To ev'ry n. 8 _—_ 


Till one Gallant j m 1 of 1 1 err 
His Own Peculiar made * ne | 


And 


( 
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And to a Region far above 
ng ſofter Beds convey'd her. 


But in his Abilene: to his Place 
His rougher Rival cane 
And with a cold conſtrain'd Embrace 
| Begat me on the Dame. 


Ithen appear'd to Publick View 
A Creature wondrous bright 
But ſhortly periſhable too 
Inconſtant, nice and light. 


On Feathers not together faſt 
I wildly flew about 
And from my Father's country paſt 
To find my Mother out. 


Where her Gallant of her beguild 
With me enamour'd grew 
And I that was my Mother's Child 
TIE forth my Mother too. 
1 O o 2 
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On Are Ar. F: Leaving 
London. 6 


F ROM Tomn fair Arabella flies, 5 
The Beaux unpowder'd grieve, | 
The Rivers play before her eyes, 


The Breezes ſoftly breathing riſe 
The Spring begins to live. 


Her Lovers ſwore they muſt expire 


| © © Yet quickly find their Faſe, I 

| For as ſhe goes, their Flames retire _ 3 
Love thrives before a nearer fire 

' E teem by diſtant Rays. . 
| Vet ſoon the Fair one will return 

18 | When Summer quits the Plain 


| Ye Rivers pour the weeping Urn, 
Ye Breezes ſadly ſighing mourn, 
Ye Lovers burn again. 
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*Tis conſtancy enough in Lobe 
That Nature's fairly ſhewn „ 


Jo ſearch for more will fruitleſs prove WJ 1 
Romances and the Turtle Dove 
The Virtue boaſt alone. 


On the Boo of 3 who - 
had like to be burnt lately 
in his STUDY. 


F R 0 M that Dire 1 5 Bane of S Pride, 
W hich loſt his Schemes, and laid his Friends 


| aſide, rl | 
He talks and writes that Pop*ry will return, 


And He, and We, and all his Works muſt burn, 


What touch'd himſelf was almoſt fairly prov d, 
(Oh far from Britain be the reſt remov'd) = 
For as of late he meant to bleſs the Age, 

With flagrant Prefaces of Party-Rage, 85 
3 O' erwrought 
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O'erwrought with Paſſion, and the Subject's Weight, 
Lolling he nodded in his Elbow Seat, 
Down fell the Candle, Greaſe and Zeal "FRY 5 
ö Heat meets with Heat and Pamphlets burn their 
Sire. py 
Here crawls a Preface on it's half burnt Maggots 
And there an Introduction brings it's Faggots, | 
Then Roarsthe Prophet of the Northern Nation, 
Scorch'd by a flaming Speech on Moderation. 
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Unwarn'd by this go on the Realm to fright, 
Thou BRITON vaunting on thy ſecond Sight : } 
In ſuch a Miniſtry you ſafely tell, N 
How much youu . * Religion fell. | 
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